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The PERSON 8. 


4 M 2 N. 

fi WILLIAM WORTE V. 
'PATIE, ihe GENTLE SHEPHERD, in love with Proc. 
ROGER, o rich 4 yung Shepherd, in ſve with Ir. 


SYM 0 N, 7 0ο old Shepherds, Tenants fo 
GLAUD, Sir WILLIAM. 


4 AULD x, a a Hynd, engaged with NZ PS. 


W O M E N. 
* E G Y, Fought to be GLavwy! 8 N. dee. 
f J E NN V, CLaub's on Dought * 
* A US E, an old Woman ſuppoſed to lie a Witch. 
E LSPA, SV MON's Wife. 
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* 1. SCENE L. 


Beneath The aſa fa a craigy bield,. 3 
Where cryſtal ſprings their halefome waters yield 3- 


Dua youthful ſhepherds on the gowans lay, 


Tenting their fiocks ae bonny morn of May, 


FT Poor ROGER granes till hallww echoes ring, 


_ But Ear PAT. TE likes to 2 and ſing. 
"PATIS- . ROGER. 


—_ 


| P4718. SANG I. The waling of the falt 


Y Pxccy is a young thing, 
uſt enter*'d 1 in. her teens, 
Fair as the day, and weet as May, - 
Fair as the day, and always gay, 
My Pecc is a young ching, 


As 1 Ty A+ 
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Yet well J like to neat her at 
The waking of the fauld. 
My Poco ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, - 

Whene'er we meet alane, 

I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 

I wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare. 
My PtGcy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the leave Pm cauld : 
But the gars a” ray ſpirits glow - 
At waking of the fauld. 
_ My Proc ſmiles ſae kindly, 

: Whene' er I whiſper love, 
That I look doyn on a' the town, 
That I look down upon a crown. 
My Proc fmiles ſae kindly, 

Tt makes me blyth and bauld ; 

And naething pies me fic Slight - 

As waking of the fauld, 
My Proc lings ſae faftly, 
When OIL m) > 2 I play; Do 


4 PAT 12 as ROGER. 


By a' the reſt it is confeſt, 
5 By a' the reſt that ſhe ſings beſt, 
My Pxecy fin "gs ſae ſaftly, 
an 


And in her ſangs are tald, * 


With i innocence, the wale of ſenſe, 
At W . of the auld. 


— 


T7 5 W morning, - Roger: chears my blood, 2 


And puts all nature in a jovial mood. 
How heartſome is't to ſee the riſing plants, 
4 hear the birds chirm o'er their pleaſing rants 1 
How haleſome tis to ſnuff the cawler air, 
And all the ſweets it bears when void of care! 


What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane? 


Tell me the cauſe of thy ill-ſeafon'd pain. 
Roger. Pm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate! 


I'm born to ſtrive with hardihips ſad and great! 


Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowand flood, 


'  Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood; 


But I, oppreſt with never ending grief, 
un ay deſpair of lighting on relief. 


Pat Ihe bees ſhall lothe the flow 'r and quit the hive, 


The laughs on bogg / ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 


Ere {ornful queans, or r loſs of worldly gear, 
Shall Call my reſt, or ever force a tear. 


Nag. Sae mi ht 1 ſay, but *tis no eaſy done, 
By ane whaſe Hubs ſae ſadly out of tune. 
You have ſae ſaft a voice, and ſlide a tongue, 
Lou are the darling of both auld ard young. 

If I but ettle at a ſang, or ſpeak, 

They dit their lugs, {yne up their leglens cleek ; 


And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 


While I'm confus'd with mony a vexing thought. 
Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee, 

Nor mair unlikely to a laſs's eye. 

For ilka ſheep ye have, Pl number ten, 

And ſhould, as ane may think, come farer ben. 
Pat. But ablins, pom ye have not a heart, 
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"The GENTLE SHEPHERD, bs ae 


If has be true, what ſignifies your gear? 

A mind that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome care. 
Rog. My byar tumbled, nine brawnout were ſinoor' d, 
Three elf-ſhot were, yet I theſe ills endur'd: 

In winter laſt my cares were very n, 

Tho' ſcores of wathers periſſ'd in the ſnaw. 


Pat. Were your bein rooms as thinly ſtock'd as mine 


Leſs you wad loſs, and leſs you wad repine. 
He that has juſt enough can ſoundly ſleep; 


The ofercome only faſhes fouk to keep. 


Rog. May plenty flow upon thee for a croſs, 
That thou maß l thole the pangs of mony a loſs. 

O may'ſt thou dote on ſome fair paughty wench, 
That ne er Will lout thy lowan drowth to quench, 
Till, birs'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool, 

And awn that ane may fret that 3 is nae fool. 

Pat. Sax good fat lambs, I ſauld them ie clut, 
At the Weſt- port, and bought a winſome flute, 
Of plume- tree made, Wi iv'ry virls round, 

A dainty whiſtle wi' a pleaſant ſound; 

I'll be mair canty wi't, and. ne'er cry dool, 

Than you, with all your cath, ye dowie fool. 

Rog. Na, Patie, na! I'm nae fic churliſh beaſt; 
Some ither thing lies heavier at my breaſt. 

I dream'd a dreary dream this hinder night, 
That gars my fleſh a? creep yet wi' the fright. 

Pat. Now, to a friend, how ſilly's this prevent: 
To ane wha you and a' your ſecrets kens? 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad you hide 
Your well _—_ love, and dorty Jenny's pride. 
Take courage, Roger, me your ſorrows tell, 

And ſafely t ink nane kens them but yourlell. | 

Rog. Indeed now, Patie, ye have gueſs'd o'er true, 
And there is naithing I'll keep up frae you: 

My dorty Jenny looks upon a-ſquint, | 

To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint. 

In ilka place ſhe jeers me air and late 

And gars me look bomba d, and unco blate. 

But yeſterday I met her yont a know, 8 
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PAFIE and RO GHR. 


Ye Bauldy loes, Bauldy that drives the car; 2 
But gecks at me, and ſays, I ſmell of tar. 
Pat. But Bauldy loes not her „right well I wat; 
He ſighs for Neps:—Sae that may ſtand for that. 
Fog. I wiſh I cou'd'na loe her :—but in vain; 
E ftill, maun do't, and thole her proud difllain, 
My bawty is a cur I dearly like; 


"+. white he fawn'd, the ſtr ake the poor hints wen | 


If I had fill'd a nool? within her breaſt, 

She wad ha” ſhawn mair kindneſs to my beaſt. 

When TI begin to tune my ſtock and horn, 

Wi' a' her ee the ſhaws a cauldrife ſcorn: 

Laſt night I play'd, ye never heard fic ſpite, 

Oe'r Bogie was the ſpring, and her delyte; 

Let tauntingly ſhe at her couſin ſpeer'd _ 

Gif the could tell what tune I play” d, and ſneer 'd. 

Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 

PH break my reed, and never Whiltle mair. 

Put. E' en do ae, Roger, wha can help miſluck, 

Jaebiens ſhe be fic a thrawn gabbet chuck? 

| Yonders a craig: fince ye have tint all hope, 

Gae tiPt your ways, and take the lover's loup. 
Rog. I need na mak fic ſpeed my blood to ſpill; 

_ Pl warrant death come ſoon enough a-will. 

Pat. Daft gowk! leave aff tha 1555 whinging Ways 
Seem careleſs, there's my hand ye'll win the day. 
Hear how I ſerv'd my laſs I love as well 
As ye do Jenny, and with a heart as leel. 

Laſt morning I was gay and early out, 
Upon a dyke J lean'd, glowring about: 
I faw my Meg come linking over the lee; 
i ſaw my Meg, but Meggy ſaw nae me; 
For yet the ſun was wading thro? the miſt, | 
And ſhe was cloſe upon me e' er the wiſt. 
Her coats were kiltit, and did ſveetly e | 
Her ſtraight bare leg that whiter were than ſhaw : 
Her cockernonnv Mmooded | up fou ſleek; | 
Her hafzt-lock: hang waving on her 1 N . 
| Her cheeks / "addy, and her een ſag 0 

JS ks ony hinny- 2 
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The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 7 

Neat, neat the was in bufline waſte-coat clean, 

As the came {fling o'er the dewy green. 3 
Blythſome I cry'd, My bonny Veg come here; 

I frly wherefore yere ſae ſo0u aſtœer; 
But I can guels ye're gawn to gather dew: 

She ſcowr'd away, and ſaid, What's that to yo. 
Then fare ye well, Meg. dor ts, and e'ens ye like, 
e: | I careleſs cry'd; and laß in o'er the dyke. 
| I trow, when that the ſaw, within a crack, 
She cane wy a right thieveleis errand back; 
Miſerd me firſt. then bade me hund my dog 
To wear up three waff yews ſtray'd on the bog. 
J leugh, and fae did ſhe; then with great haſte 
1 clafp- d my arms about her neck and watt, 
About her yielding waſte, and took a fouth 

Of weeteſt kifles frae her glowand mouth. 
While hard and faſt I held her in my grips, 
Ny very ſaul came louping to my lips. 
3 Sar, ſair ſhe Bet wi? me *tween ilka ſinack: 
But weel I kend ſhe meant nae as the ſpake. 
Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 
Do ye ſae too, and never fath your thumb. 
Seem to forſake her, ſoon ſhe'Il change her modd x 
Gae WOO e and jhe'll gang clean woad. 
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Dea Bo ey; , pour. Jenny etz 
And anſiber kindneſs with a ſlight 
Seem unconcern'd ot her neglect, 
For women in a mun delight - 
Bu them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
Aud wity à imple face give way 
Tv &@ repriſe— then be not bleat, 
Piſſhh bauldly on; ond win the day. 
w: | 15 hen, Maidens, innocently young, 
"> | _ 7, - a often what the» do not mean ; 
A 5 mind their pretiv lving tongue, 
„ ot text the beute of their cen 
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If theſe ag! ee, and ſhe perf 72 
To anſtwer all your love with hate, 
Seek eljewhere to be better bl-ft ; 
And let her ſigh when tis 100 late. 


Rog. Kind Pate, now, fair fa' your honeſt heart, 
VLe're ay ſae cadgy, and hae fic an art 

To hearten ane; for now, as clean's a leek, 
 Ye'vecheritd me ſince ye began to ſpeak. 
Sae, for your pains, Il make 5 you a propine, 

(My mother, -e{t her ſaul, the made it fine,) 

A tartan plaid, ſpun of good haſlock woo, 
Scarlet and green the ſets, the borders blue, 

WY ſpraings like goud and ſiller, crols'd wi black; 
I never had it yet upon my back. 

Well are ye wordy o't, wha have ſae kind 

Red up my-ravePd doubts, and clear'd my mind. 


Pat. Weel, hald ye there; and ſince ye've frankly 


A preſent to me of your braw new plaid, (made 
My flute's be your's, and ſhe too that's fac nice 
Shall come a will, gif yell tak my advice. 
Koog. As ye abt e, I'll promiſe to obſery't, 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beſt deſerv't. 
Now take it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring, 
For I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. | 
Pat. But firſt we'll tak a turn up to the height, 
And ſee gif a' our flocks be feeding right: 
Be that time bannocks, and a ſhave of cheeſe, 
Will make a breakfaſt that a laird may pleaſe, 
Might pleaſe the daintieſt gabs, were they ſae wiſe, 
To ſeafon meat with health inſtead of ſpice. 
When we ha'e ta'en the grace drink at this well, 
_ PH whiltle . and "ng t'ye like myſell. Exeunt. 
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M fbork hrwn between twa verdani Braery,” 4 

Where lafſes uſe to waſh and ſpread their ( be; . 
A trotting burnie whimpling thro the ground, * 
Rs channel peebles ST ſmooth and "wa 
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De GENTLE SHEPHERD. 5 
Here view twa bare foot beauties clean and clear: 
Firſt pleaſe your eyes, next gratif; 1 your ear, 

While FENNY what ſhe wiſhes diſcommends, 

And MEG with better 7 true love rl 


Jen. $ OME Meg, lers ft to wark upon this e green, 
This ſhining day will bleach our linen clean; 
The water's clear, the lift unclouded blue, 
Will make them like a lily wet wi' dew. 
Peg. Go farer up the burn to Habbie's liow, 
Where a' the ſweets of ſpring and ſummer grow | 
Between twa birks, out o'er a little lin, 
| The water fa's and makes a {ingand din; 
| A pool breaſt deep, beneath as clear as laſs, 
Kiſtes with eaſy whurls the bord'ring graſs: : 
akly. Ve'll end our walhing while the morning's coo! ; 
ads | And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh our {clls—?Tis healthfr HOW in + , 
| And ſweetly cauler on ſo warm a day. 
Fen. Paft laflie, when we're naked, whatll ye 2 ay. 
Gif our twa herds come bratling down the brae, 
And lee us ſae? That jeering fallow Pate; 
| Wad taunting fa , Haith laſſes, ye're no blate. 
e Peg. We're fur frae ony rod, and out of light; 
Ihe lads they're feeding far beyont 1 the height; 
But tell me now, We Forny: (we're our lane) 
I What gars you plague your woer wi' diſdain; 
7 The neighbours a tent this as well as I, 
. That Hoger los you, yet ye carena by. 
What ails ye at him? troth between us twa, 
He's wordy you the beſt day &er ye ſaw. 
en. I dinna like him, Peggy, there's an end. 
A herd mair iheepiſh yet I never kend : 
He kai: i his hair indeed, and gaes right ſnug, 
With ribbon knots at his blew bonnet lug; 
Whilk penſily he wears a thought a-jee, 
And ſpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee; 
He faulds his owerley down his breaſt with care, 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair. 5 
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For a' that, he can neither ſing nor ſay, 
Except, How dye? — or, There's a bonny dayx. 
Peg. Ye daſh the lad with conſtant ſlighting pride, 
Hatred for love is unco ſair to bide: 1 
But yell repent ye, if his love grow cauld; 


For ſic a tale I never heard him tell. 
He glowrs and ſighs, and I can gueſs the cauſe; 
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What like” Sa dorty maiden when ſhe's auld? 


8 A N 6 III. Polwart on the Green. 


The dorty will repent, 
If lover*s heart grow cawld, 
Ara nane her ſmiles wilt tent, 
Soon as her face loohs auld. 
The dauted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nox eats tho hunger crave ; 
 #Fhimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And's laught ot by the laves 
They jeſt it till the dinner s paſt 3 
Thus, by ufelf abus'd, 
7 The fool thing is obig d to faſt; 
Or eat what they've refus'd, 


By! Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time. 


Jen. I never thought a ſingle life a crime. 


Peg. Nor I: —but love in whiſpers let's us ken, 


That men were made for us, and we for men. 
Zen. If Roger is my jo, he kens himſel ; 


But wha's oblig'd to ipell his hims and haws? 
When'er he likes to tell his mind more plain, 
I'ſe tell him frankly ne*er to do't again. 
They're fools that ſlavery like, 8 may be free: 
The chiels may a knit up themſelves for me. 


Peg. Be doing your ways; for me, I have a mind 


To be as yielding as my Patie's kind, 
Jen. Heh Iafs! how can ye lo'e that rattle cal, 


A very de il that a/ mam hae his will? 


Wel 1 Won hear tell what a poor fighting fe 
You twa will lead ſae O00. s ye re man and wife. 
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Te GENTLE SHEPHERD. 186 
8 ANG IV. 0 K. Mother what ſhall] do. 


O dear Peggy, les beguiling, 
| IVe ought not to truſt his filing; 
ide, Vetter a. to do as 1 4 7 8 
1 _ Leſt a harder Tuck betide you. 
Laſſes, when their fency's carried, 
Think of nought but to be married 
Running to a life d:ſiroys 
Hear Home, free, and youthfu” joys. 


Pep. I'll rin the riſk ; nor ha'e Jony fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome day a year, 
Till I with pleaſure mount my bridal- bed, 
Where on my Patie's breaſt I'll lean my head. 
There we may kiſs as lang as kiſſing's good, 
And what we do there's nane dare call it rude. 
e's get his will: why no! 'tis good my part 
To give him that, and he'll gie me his heart. 
Jen, He may indeed for ten or fifteen gays 
Tiake meikle o'ye, wi' an unco fraiſe, | 
And daut you baith afore fnuk and your lane; 
But ſoon as his newfangleneſs is gane, 
_ FeU look upon you as bis tether- ſtake, 
And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake : 
Inſtead then of lang days.of ſweet delyte, 
Ae day be dumb, and a the neiil he U flyte; 
And may be in his bareley-hoods ne'er ſtick 
To lend his loving wife a lound' ring lick. | 
Peg. Sic coarſe- ſpun thoughts as thae went pith o 
Py ſettled mind, I'm o er far gane in love, (move. 
Fatie to me 1s dearer than my breath, 
But want of him I cread nae ither ſkaith, | 
There's nane of a' the herds that tread the green 
Has ſic a ſmile, or ſic twa glancing een. 
3 And then he ſpea! s with fic a taking art, | 8 
ind His words they thrile like muſic thro' my hear 8 
| How blythly can he ſport, and gently rave, 
WM, | And jeſt at feckleſs fears that fright the lave? 
| Ik day that he's alune upon the hill, 
He reads fell books that teach bim mellle til 
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12 PATIE and ROGER, 


He is—But what need 1 ſay that or this? 

= ſpend a month to tell you what he is! 

| In a' he ſays or does, there's fic a gate, 

The reſt ſeem coofs compar'd wi' my dear Pate, 
His better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure: 

TH nature hefts in ſauls that's weak and ] 

Jen. Hey bonny laſs of Brankſom, or't be lang ; 
_ Your witty Pate will put you in a ſang. 

O *tis a pleaſant thing to be a bride ; 

Syne whinging getts about your inple-ſide. 
Lelping for this or that with fatheous din: 

To make them brats then ye maun toil and ſpin, 


Aae wain fa's lick, ane ſcads itſelf wi' broe, 


Ane breaks his thin, anither tines his ſhoe. _ 
The de'il gaes o'er Jock Wabſter: hame grows hell, 
When Pater niſcaws ye war than tongue can tell. 
Pro. SANG V. Hou can I be ſad on iy ee, 
How ſhall I be ſad when a huſband I has 
That has better ſenſe than any of thae 
Sour weak ſilly fellows, that ſtady like fools 
To fink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools. 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his Wis 
Or with dull reproaches encourages {trife; 
He praiſes her virtues and ne'er will abuſe | 
Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe. 
Yes, tis a heartſome thing to be a wife, 
When round the ingle fide young ſic outs ard rife. 
Gif I'm ſae happy, I ſhall have delignt 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right, 
Wow Jenny? can their greater pleaſure be, 
Than ſee ſic wee tots toolying at your knee? 
When a' they ettle at,—their greateſt with, 
_ to be made of, and obtain a kiſs? 
Can there be toil in tending day or night 
The like of them, when love makes care delight? 
Jeu. But poortith, Peggy, is the warſt of a': 
Gif o er your head ill chance ſhou'd Deggary © dry: 
But little love or canty chear can come 
Frae duddy doublets and a pantry toom. 
Your nowt may die; — the ſpare may bear away. 
F Frag off the howns your dainty racks of * 
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| Troth 'tis nae mows to be a married wife. 


_ I Wha has ſic fears, for that was never me. 
| Let fowk bode well, and ſtrive to do their beſt: 


For the maiſt thrifty man cou'd never get 


A well ſtor'd room, unleſs his wife would let. 


For haleſome, clean, cheap and ſufficient ware. 


Shou'd gar your Patie think his half. worn 


me GENTLE SHEPHERD. 31 
The thick blawn wreaths of ſnaw, or blaſhy thows, 


May fmoor your wathers, and may rot your ewes. 
A dyvour bays your butter, woo? and cheeſe, 


5 But, or the day of payment breaks and flees; 


With glooman brow the laird ſeeks in his rent; 


is no to gie; your merchant's to the bent: 


His honour manna want, he poinds your gear: 
Syne, driven frae houſe and hauld, where will ye ſteer : 
Dear Meg, be wile, and live a ſingle life ; 


Peg. May fic ill luck befa' that filly the 


Nae mair's requir'd, let heav'n make out the reſt. 
Pve heard my honeſt uncle aften ſa ,, 
That lads ſliou'd a for wives that's virtuous pray; 


Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part, 
To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's heart. 
W hate'er he wins, I'll guide wi? canny care, 
And win the vogue, at market, trone or fair, 


„* 


A flock of lambs, cheeſe, butter, and ſome woo, 
Shall firſt be ſald, to pay the laird his due; 

Syne a; behind's our ain.— I hus without fear, 

With dove and routh we thro' the warld will ſteer ; 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear crow rife, 
He'll bleſs the day he gat me for his wife. 
Jen. But what if ſome young giglet on the green, 
With dimpled cheeks and twa bewitching een, 
Meg, 
Peg. Nae mair or that,— Dear Jenny, to be free, 
There's ſome men conſtanter in love than we! 
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has bleſt them wi' ſolidity of nünd. 


Hey I reaſon calmly, and with kindneſs ſmile, 
ber our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile. 
we whenſoe er they ſlight their maiks at hame, 
1 ten to ane the wives Ins mailt to blame, 
os.” 5 5 8 
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Then I'll employ with pleaſure a“ my art 
To keep him chearfu', and ſecure his heart. 2 
At e' en, when he comes weary frae the hill, Pi 
I'll have all things made ready to his will: 
In winter, when he toils through wind and rain, 
A bleeſing ingle and a clean hearth-ſtane : 

And ſoon as he flings by his plaid and ſtaff, 

The ſeething pot's be ready to take aff. 

'Clean hag-a-bag I'll ſpread upon his board, 

And ſerve him with the beſt we can afford, 

Good humour and white bigonets ſhall be 1 Wang 

Guards to my face to keep his love for me. [| 
Jen. A diſh of married love right ſoon grows cauld 

And doſens down to nane, as fowk grows auld, 
Peg. But we'll grow auld together, and ne'er find 


The loſs of youth, when love grows on the mind. 


Bairns, and their bairns, make ſure a firmer tye, 
Than ought in love the like of us can ſpy. | 
See yon-twa elms that grow up ſide by tide, g 
Suppoſe them, ſome years ſy ne, bridegroom and bride 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they ve preſt, 
Till wide their ſpreading branches are increaſt, 
And in their mixture now are fully bleſt. 
This ſhields the other ſrae the eaſtlen blaſt, 
That in return defends it frae the waſt: 
Sic as ſtand ſingle — (a ſtate ſac lik d by you 0 
Beneath ilk ſtorm frae every airth maun bow. 
Jen. I've done I yield, dear laſſy I maun yield, 
Your better ſenſe has fairly won the field, 
With the aſſiſtance of a little fae, 
Lies darn d within my breaſt this monny a day. 


ene Nanſy's to the Green wood gane. 


I yield, dear ſaſſie, you have won; 
And there is nae denying: 
That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, | 
F rae love proceeds complying. | 
For a' that we can do or lay N 
Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us; 
Ipey ken our boſoms lodge the fae 2 8 — 
+ That by the heart - ſtrings lead us. 


Peg. Alake! poor pris'ner! Jenny, that's no | Bs © 
Abet ve Ul no let the wee thing tak: 1 5 
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laſte let og out: we'll tent as well's we can, 

if he be Bauldy's or poor Roger's man. 

Jen. Anither time's as good; for ſee the ſun 
in, js right far up, and we're no yet begun 

o freath the greath; — if canker d Madge our aunt 

ome up the burn, ſhe'll gie 's a wicked rant... 

zut when we've done I'll tell you a' my mind; 

For this ſeems true, — nae laſs can be unkind. 


End of the 77 4. Ex ceunt. - 
"ACT IL SCENE 1. 


cauld A ſnug thack houſe, before the door a green; 
J. Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are ſeen ; 
er find On this fide ſtands a barn, on that a byar ; 
DS A pect-ſtack i Joins, and forms a rura! ſquare. 
a The houle is Glaud's— there you may ſee him lean, 
7 And t hit divet- ſeat invite his friend. 
6 UD and ST MO N. 

| bride Ha, 3 Ood-morrow, nibour Symon :—cume fit down;- 

And gie's your cracks — What's a“ the news 
hey tell me ye was in the ither day, (in town? 
nd "Cad your crummock and her baſſen'd quey. 
All warrant you've bought a pound of cut and dry: 
be out your box and gi es a pipe to try. 3 
Sym. Witha' my hear tand tent me now auld boy, + 
ve gather'd news wilk kittle your heart wi Joy!” 
eld, coa dna reſt till J came o'er the burn, 

o tell yu things have taken ſic a turn, 

ill gar our vile oppreſſors ſtend hke flaes, 
nd ulk in hidlings on the hether braes. 
Cla. Fy blaw ; —ah Symmie, rattling chiels ne'er ſtand” 
o cleck and ſpread the groſſeſt lies aff-hand: 
Vhilk ſoon flies round, like wil- fire far and near: 
at looſe your pock; be t true or falſe, let's hear. 
Sym. Seeing s believing, Glaud; and I have ſeen- 
lab, that abroad has with our maſter been; | 
Dur brave good maſter wha right wiſely led, 
And left a far eſtate to ſave his head, | 
becaule ye ken fu' well he bravely choſhs:':.-._ 
x, Fo hand his liege's friend with great Moatwaſh. 
ow Cromwell's gone to Nick: and ane ca'd Monk 
A Ip d _- runde A Light flee begunk; X 


— 
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Put on your bonnet, Symon ;—-take a ſeat 
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Reſtor d King CnARLxs; and ilka thing” s in tune: 


And Habby ſays, we ll ſee Sir William ſoon, 


SANG VII. ' Cauld kale in Aberdeen. 


Cauld be the rebel's caſt, 

Opprelic ors baſe and bloody; 

J hope we py ice them at the laſt 
Strong a' up in a woody. 

| Bleſt be he of worth and Enſe, | 

And ever hiob in ſtation, 

That bravely ſtands in the defence 

Of conſcience, king and nation. 


Cla. That makes me blyth indeed, but diuna ; flaw ; 


Tell o'er your news again, and fwear till't a“. 


And faw ye Hab; and what did Halbert ſay? 
They have been Cena dreary time away. 


Now God be thanked that our laird's conte h'me: 


And his eſtate, ſay, can he eithly cams, 


Sym. They chat hag· raid us till oui guts. 4 grain . 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair do't again; 


And good Sir W illiam ſhall enjoy his ain. 


Cla. And may he lang; for never did he ſtent | 


Us in our thriving with a racket rent, 


5 Nor grumbl d. 1 ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 


Our mailens whea we pat on Sunday s claiths. 
Sym. Nor wad he lang, vi ſenſelefs ſaucy air, 
low our lyart noddles to be bare. 


4 How's all at hame? how” s Elſpa? how does Kates 
« How ſells black cattle? What gie's woo this year??? 
And fic like kindly queſtions wad he ſpear. 


SANG VIII. Meching of Geordy's hyr. 


The laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 

Nor rack his poor tenants who labour 
To riſe aboon povervy': : 

"Elſe like the pack horſe that's unfolher? d, 8 

And burden'd, will tumble down ale : 2 

Thus virtue by hardſhip | is ſmother'd, ; 
And rackers aft tine their rent. a, 


Cla. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedcen 
The napry er, ben. and alaſſes dead,” 


| | 2 
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| Whilk i in our breaſt rais'd fic a blythfome flame, 
| As gar'd me mony a time gae dancing hame. 


| My heart's e en rais'd? dear nibour will ye ſtay, . 
| And take your dinner here wi' me the day ? 


| We'll ſend for Elſpa too: — and upo' ſight 


AW 


I'll whiſtle Pate and Roger frae the height: 
I'll yoke my fled, and ſend to the neiſt tow n, 


gate to ſtand their lane. 


Gif that it hadna firſt of a' been mine: 


For here-yeſtreen I brew'd a bow of maut, 


Veſtreen I ſlew twa weathers prime and fat; 
A furlet of good cakes my Elſpa beuk, 
And a Jarge ham hangs reeſting 1 in the nook ; 


I faw myſel or I came o'er the loan, 


Our meikle pat that ſcads the whey put on, 


A mutton bouk to boil; —and ane we'll roſt; 


And on the haggies Elfpa ſpares nae colt; - 


Sma' are they ihorn; and ſhe can mix fu' nice 


Ihe guſty ingans w j a curn of ſpice. 
Fat are the puddings, -—heads and feet well ſme; : 


And we've invited mbours auld and young, 
To paſs this afternoon with glee and game, 


Ye mauna refuſe to join the reſt, 


ince ye re n. neareſt friend chat T like beſt. 
ring wi ye a' your family, and then, 
Whene er you pleaſe, I'll rant wi' you again. 


ut at your banquet I ſhall firſt appear. 

Faith we ſhall bend the bicker, and look bald, 
Lill we forget that we are fail'd or auld. 

paid, faid 11 troth I'm younger be a ſcore, 

Wich your good news, than what I was before. 


Enter MX DCE. 
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And bring a dr: ght of ale baith ſtout and brown, 
| And gar Our cottars a „ man, wife and wean, 
Drink till they tine the 
Sym, I wadna bauk my friend his blyth deſign, . 


And drink our maſter's health, and welcome hame. | 


Cla. Spoke like yourſell, auld birky ; never fear, 


l dance or een! Hey Medge, come forth, d'ye hear? 


Mad. The man's gane gyte! Dear Symon, welcome 
hat wade ye, Glaud, wi' a' this haſte and din? (here, 
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+ n . — 2 r 


18 PAT IE and R O G E R. 


2 Spin! ſauff!—Gae break your wheel , and burn 


And ſet the meikleſt peer-ſtack in a low; (your tow, 


Syne dance about the ben-fire till ye die, 
Since now again we ll ſoon Sir William ſee. 
Mad. Blyth news indeed! And wha wa'ſt tald you o't? 


Cla. What'sthattoyou? —Gae get my Sunday scoat. 


Wale out the whiteſt of my bobbit bands, 

My white ſkin hoſe, and mittans for my hands: 
Then frae their waſhing cry the bairns in haſte; 
And make yourſe] as ug, head, feet and waiſt, 


As ye were a' to get young lads or e en; 
For we're gawn o er to dine wi' Sym bedeen. 


Sym. Do, honeſt Madge ; ;andGlaud, I'll o'er the gate 
And ſee that a be done as I wad haet. Exceunt. 


ACT II. 8 C E N E II. 


The open field, a cottage in a glen, 

An auld wife ſoining at the ſunny end 

At a ſmall diſtance, by a blaſted tree,  _ 
With falded arms, and half-rais'd looks, ye ſee, 


B 4U L-D TY bis lane. 


\ HAT's this! I canna bear t! "Tis war than hell, 


To be ſae burnt wi' love, yet darena tell! 


0 Peggy! ! {weeter than the dawning day! 


Sweeter than gowany glens, or new maun hay : 
Blyther than lambs that friſk out o er the knows, 
Straighter than ought that in the foreſt grows, 
Her een the cleareſt blob of dew outſhines; 

The lilly in her breaſt it's beauty tines. 

Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een . 
Wil be my deed, that will be ſhortly ſeen; J 

For Pate loes her,—waes me! and ſhe loes Pate; 


And I with Neps, by ſome unlucky fate, 
Made a daft vow. —O but ane be a beaſt, 


That makes raſh aiths till he's afore the prieſt, 

I darena ſpeak my mind, elſe a the three, 

But doubt, wad prove ilk ane mine enemy. 

Tis fair to thole;— I'll try ſome witchcraft art, 
To break with ane, and win the other's heart. 
Here Mauſy lives, a witch, that for ſma' price, 
Can caſt her cantrips, aud gie me advice. 
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he can o'ercaſt the night, and cloud the moon, 
\nd make the de'ils obedient to her crune. 

\t midnight hours o'er the kirk-yard ſhe raves, 
And howks unchriſten d weans out of their graves: 


oils up their livers in a warlock's pow ; 


Nins witherſhins about the hemlock low: 
And ſeven times does her prayers backward pray, 


Fill Plotcock comes wi' humps of Lapland clay, 


;izt wi the venom of black taids and ſnakes; 
Df this unſonſy pictures aft ſhe makes 
Df ony ane the hates; and gars expire, 

Vi' flaw and racking pains afore a fire; 


Ptuck fu a prins, the devilith pictures melt, 


he pain, by fowk they repreſent, is felt; 


And yonder s Mauſe. Ay, ay, the kens fu Weil, | 


Vhen ane like me comes running to the de il. 
Phe and her cat fit beeking in her yard, 


| 10 ſpeak my errand, faith amaiſt I'm fear'd : 


gut I maun dot, though I ſhould never thrive; 
They gallop faſt that de ils and laſſes drive. 


ACT B SLENE IM. 


A green kail- nt a little font, 
Where water popland ſprings. 
There fits a wife with wrinkled front, 
And yet ſhe ſpins and fings. 
MAUSE. SANG IX. Carle and the King come, 
Peggy, now the king's come, 
Peggy, now, the king's come; 
"Chou may dance, and I ſhall fing, 
Peggy, ſince the king's come. 
Nae mair the hawkies ſhalt thou milk, 
But change thy plaiding coat for filk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, 
Now Peggy, ſince the king's come. 


ame B 7ULDT:” 
Pau.” OW does auld honeſt lucky of the glen? 
Ye look baith hail andfere at threeſcore ten. 
Alan. Een tweening out a threed with little din, . 
And beeking my cauld limbs afore the ſun. 
What brings my bairn this gate ſae air at morn? 


Fi ; Is there nae uſe 0 2 8 threſh nae corn? 
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Ba. Enough of haith; but ſonething that requires 
X our helping hand, einploys now a my cares. 

Nau. Ny helping hand! alake, what can I do! 
That: underneath baith eitel and poortith bow? 

Baul. Ay, but you re wile, and witer far than we, 


Or maiit part of the pariſh tells a he. 


Pa, Of what kind wiſdom think ye I'm poſleſt, 


That lifts my character aboon the reſt? 


Ba. The word that gangs, how ye re ſae wiſe an' fell, 
Yell may be take it ill gif I ſhou'd tell. | 


Nat. What fouk ſays of me, Bauldy, let me hear: 
Keep naithing ap, ye nacthing have to fear. 


Baul. Well, lince ye bid me, I ſhall tell ye a 
That ilk ane talks about ye's, but a flaw. 


When laſt the wind made Claud a roofleſs barn; 
When lait the burn bore down my mithir's yarn; 


When brawney elf- hot never mair came hame; 


When Tibby kirn'd, and there nae butter came; 
When Beſſy F reetock's chutty-cheeked wean; 
To a fairy turn d, and coudna ſtand its lane; 


When Watie wander'd ae night thro” the thaw, 
And tint himſel amaiſt amang the ſnaw; 


When Mungo's mare ſtood ſtill, and "IDK WI ' fright, 
When he brought eaſt the howdy under night; 


When Bawly ſhot to dead upon the green, 
And Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen; _ 


You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a' fell out; 


And ilka ane here dreads ye round about: 


And ſae they may that mint to do you ſkaith, 

For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith; 

But when I neiſt make groats, Pll ſtrive to pleaſe 
Lou with a firlot of them mixt with peaſe. 


Mau, I thank ye, lad, now tell me your demand, 


And, if I can, Þil lend my helping hand. 

Baul. Then, I like Peggy, —Neps is fond of me; 
Peggy likes Pate :—and Pate is bauld and ilae,  * 
And loes ſweet Meg.—But Neps I downa, ſee.— 
Cou'd ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and then 


: Peggy's to me.— I'd be the happieſt man. 


Mau. PN try my art to gar the bowis row — 
Sae gang your ways, and come ing * ht. 8 
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Gainſt that time I'll ſome ſimple things prepare, 


With all your peaſe and groats; tak ye nae care, 
Baul. Well, Mauſe, PI come gif I the road can fad, 


But if ye raiſe the de-, he'll raife the wind : 


Syne rain and thunder, may be, when 'tis late, 

Will mak the road fae rough, PII tine the gate, 
We're a' to rant at Symie's at a feaſt, 

O! will ye come like Badrans for a jeſt; 

And there ye can our different *haviours ſpy : 
There's naue fhall ken o't there but you and ]. 

| Mau. Tis like I may,—but let na on whats pat 


Teen you and me, ele fear a bittle caſt. 


Faul. If 1 ought of your ſecrets &er advance, 
May ye ride on me ilka ni ight to France. ExitBauldy, 
MAUS E ber lane, 155 
Hard luck, alake! when poverty and eild, 
Weeds out of fathion, and a lanely bield. 


With a ſma' caſt of wiles, ſhould in a twitch, 


Gi'e ane the hatefu” name, A wrinkled witch. 
This fool imagines, as do mony fic, 


That I'm a witch in compact with Auld Nick; 
Becauſe by education I was taught 


To ſpeak and act aboon their common thought. 
Their 5 miſtake ſhall quickly new appear; 


Soon ſhall they ken what brought, what k-eps me here. 
Nane kens but me,—and if the morn were come, 
1 Il tell them tales will gar them a ſing ; dumb. Exit, 


ACT II. SCENE Iv. 
Behind a tice, upon the plain, 
Par IE and his PEGGY meet. 
In love without a vicious ſtrain, 
The bonny Jai- and chearfu' fwain 
Change vows and kifſes fweet. 
PATTIE and PEGGT:. 
T7 { © 1-42 IE, let me gang, I manna ſtay, 
Verevatncry d hane,and Jenny ine saway. 
Dat. Im lata to part ſue ſoon! , NOW We re alane, 
And Roger he S Wa WI Jenny gane: : 
They re as content, for ouglit I hear or ſee, 


F FD be alane Nes, 1 Judge as Me. 
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Here, why primroſes thickeſt paint the oreen, 


Hard by this little burnie let us lean. 


Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads, 
How ſaft the weſtlin winds ſouch thro' the reeds. 


Peg. The ſcented meadows, birds, and healthy briſe, | 


For ought I ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe. 
Pat. Ye wrang ine fair to doubt my being kind. 


In ſpeaking ſae, ye ca' me dull and blind, 
Gif I cou'd 1 fancy ought ſae ſweet or fair 

As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 

Thy breath is fweeter than the ſweeteſt bri ier; 


Thy cheek and breaſt the fineſt flowers appear. 


Thy words excel che maiſt delightfu' notes, 
That warble through the merl or mavis throats. 


With thee I tent nae flowers that buſk the field, 
Or ripeſt berries that our mountains yield; _ 
The ſweeteſt fruits that hing upon the tree, 


Are far inferior to a kiſs of thee. 


Peg. But Patrick for ſome wicked end may fleech, 


And lambs thould tremble when the foxes preach. 


I darna ſtay 


ye joker let me pang, 


Anither laſs may gar ye change your ſang, 
Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole the wrang. 


Pat. Sooner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, 
And wrang the bairn fits ſmiling on her lap; 


The ſun ſhall change, the moon to change {hall chal; : 


The gaits to climb the ſheep to yield the fleece, 


Ere ought by me be either ſaid or done, 


Shall ſkaith our love; I ſwear by all aboon. 
Peg. Then keep your aith :—but mony a lad w ill 


And be manſworn to twa in haff a year. (ſwear, 


Now I believe ye like me wonder weel; 

But if a fairer face your heart ſnould ſeal, 
Your Nleg forſaken, bootleſs might relate, 
How the was dauced anes b. 7 faithleſs Pate. 

Pat. Im iur2 ] canna change, ye needna fear; 
Tho we re but young, 1 ve loy d you mony a year: 
I mind it well, when thou cou dſt hard ly gang. 
Or lip out words, hoo d you frae the . 
Of a the Deirn.,, and led thee by the hand 


Aft to the 1 any -know, and Rally EIN: 


4 ii 4 v2 


iſe, 


4. 


* 


Thou ſmiling by my ſide— 
| To pu' the raſhes green, with roots fae ks, 
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Of which, as well as my young fancy cou d, 


For thee I plet the flow ry belt and nood. 


Peg. When firſt thou gade with ihepherdsto the hill, 


And I to milk the ewes, firſt, try d my ſkill; 


To bear the leglen was nae toil to me, 


: When at the bught at e en I met with thee. 


Pat. When corn grew yellow, and the heather bells 


Bloom'd bonny on the moor and riſing fells; 


Nuae birns, or briers, or whins, e er troubled me, 
| Gif I could find blae berries ripe for thee, 


Peg. When thou didſt wreitle, run, or putt the lane, 
And wan the day, my heart was lighrering fain: 


At all theſe ſports thou ſtill gave joy to me; 


For nane can wreſtle, run, or putt with thee. 

Pat. Jenny fings faft The Eroom of Cowdon-knows ; 
And Roſie lilts The Milking of the Ewes ; 
There's nane like Nanſy, Jenny Nettles ſings; 


At turns in Maggy Lawder, Marion dings: 


But when my Peggy ſings, with ſweeter ſkill, 

The Boat-man, or The Liſs of Patie's Mill; 

It is a thouſand times mair ſweet to me; 

Tho' they ſing well, they canna {mg like thee. 
Peg, How eith can laſſes trow what they deſire? 

And roos'd by them we love, blaws up that fire; 

But wha loves beſt, let time and carriage try ; 


| Be conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy, 
| Be till as now, ana a' my cares fhall be, | 


How to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 


The foregoing, with a ſmall variation, was Sung at the 
Acting, as follows. 


SANG X. The Yellou-hair'd Ladie. - 


When firſt my dear ladie gade to the green hill, 

And Tat ew-milking firſt ſey'd my young Hill, 
To bear the milk-bowie nae pain was $0 me, 
When Tat ewe-bughting forgather'd wi thee. 


PAT. Whea corn rigs wav'd yellow, and blue-heather bells 


Bleom'd bonny on morland and ſweet riſing fells, 
Nac birns, brisrs, nor breakens gae trouble to me; 
If I found the ber ries right ripen'd for thee, _ 
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PEG. When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 


And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain: 
Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; | 
For nane-can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. 


Par. Our ſenny ſings ſaftly the Cowden Broom knows, 


And Rofic lilts ſweetly tle Mi}king the Ews ; 
"There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanſy can fing: 

At throw the Wood Ladie, Bels gars our lugs ring: 
But when my dear Peggy {ings with better fein, 
ne Boatman, Tweed-ſide, or the Laſs of the Mill 
Vis many times ſweeter and pleaſant to me; 

For though they ſing nicely „the) cannot like thee. 


PRG. How ealy can laſſes trow what they deſire ; 3 
And praiſes ſae kindly encreaſes love's fire. 
Give me {till this pleaſure, my itudy ſha) be 
To make my ſelf better and ſweeter tor thee. 


Pat. Wert thou a giglet gawky like the hee, 


T bat little better than our nowt behave: _ 
At nought they'll ferly ;— ſenſeleſs tales believe; 
Be blyth for Gly heights, for trifles grieve : 

Sic ne er cou'd win my heart, that kenna how 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true. 

But thou in better ſenſe, without a flaw, 

As in thy beauty, far excels thema 
Continne kind; and a' my care ſhall be, 

How te contrive what pleaſing is to thee. 


Peg. Agreed; but hearken, yon's auld aunty "ct y, | 


I 5 they U wonder what can mak us ſtay. 


Pat. And let them ferly.— Now, a kindly kiſs: 


Or fiveſcore good aues wad na be a mils; 
And iyne we ell ſing the ſang wi' tunefu” ; Zee, 
That I mede up laſt ov-k on you and me. 
Peg. Sing firit, tyne claim your hire, — 
Well, I agre ee. 


SANG XI. PATIE og, 


* tha delicious warmnels of thy mouth, 
wing eyes that ſmiling tel! the thats. 
12 Gu, , my F: fie, that as well as I, 
You're mate ter love, and why ſhould you deny ? 


41. ling But ken ye, lad, gin we coptels o'er ſoon, 


ve think us cheap and k ne the wooing » done; 
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The maiden that o'er quickly tines her power, 
Like unripe fruit will taſte but hard and ſowr. 
Par ik ſings. But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 
ows, | Red cheeked, you compleatly ripe appear, 
And I have thol d and woo'd a lang haff year. 


_ PEGGY linging, falls into PATIE's arms. 


Then dnna pu' me, gently thus I fa” 

111 | Into my PariE's arms, for good and a“: 

Mi But ftint your wiſhes to this kind embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the prace. 


PATIE, with his left hand about her waſte. Z 


O charming armfu' ! hence, ye cares, away: 
I'll kiſs my treaſure all the live lang day ; ; 
All night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er „again, 
| Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 
Pung by both. Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ſkies ; 
A Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
Hs O! laſh your ſteeds, poit time away, 
And haſte about our bridle Gay: 

And if you're wearied, honeſt light, 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week chat night. 


ACT MI. SCENE . 


Now turn your eyes beyond yon ſpreading lime, 
| And tent a man whole beard ſeems bleach'd wi' time. 


155 cry An elwand fills his hand, his habit mean; 
Nac doubt yell think he has a pedlar been. 

a Þ But whiſt ! it is the knight in maſquerade, 

"70.8 That comes hid in this cloud to ſee his lad. 

_ Obſerve how leas'd the leyal ſufferer moves 
Thro' his auld av'nues, anes delightfu' groves. 


Sir WILLIAM ſolus. 


"HE gentleman thus hid in low diſguiſe, 
Pl 157 a ſpace unknown delight miue eyes, 

With a full view of every fertile plain, 
Which once I loſt, which now are mine again. 
Yet 'midſt my joys, ſome proſpects pain renew, 
1 Whilſt I my once fair ſeat in ruins view: 
SOR bs wes me! it deſolately ſtands, 

Wer a roof; the Hates all from their bands; 
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PATIE ard ROGER. 
The caſements all broke down; no chimney left; 
The naked walls of tapſt'ry all bereft. 


My itavles and pavilions, broken walls, 


That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls: 


My gardens, once adorn'd the moſt complete, 
With all that nature, all that art makes ſweet ; 


Where, round the figur'd green, and peeble walks, | 


The dewy flow'rs hung nodding on their ſtalks, 


But, over-grown with nettles, docks and briers, 


No Jaccacinths or Englintines appears. 
How doth theſe ample walls to ruin yield, 


Where Peach and Nect'rine branches found a beild 55 


And baſk'd in rays, which early did produce 
Fruit fair to view, delightful ; in Hes uſe! 
All round in gaps, the moſt in rubbiſh ly, 


And from what ſtands the wither'd branches fly. 
Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair'd :—and now my joy, 


Forbids all grief, —when I'm to fee my boy; 
My only prop, and object of my care, 


Since heav'n too ſoon call'd hang his mother fair: 
Him, ere the rays of reaſon clear'd his ought, 


I ſecretly to faithful Symon brought, 
And charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, 


Till we ſhould ſee what changing times brought fort 


Hid from himſelf, he ſtarts wp by the dawn, 
And ranges car eleſs o er the height and lawn, 
After his fleecy charge, ſerenely gay, | 
With other ſhepherds whiſtling o'er the day. 
Thrice happy life, that's from ambition free ! 
Remov'd from crowns and courts, how chearfully 
A quiet contented mortal ſpends his time, 
In hearty health, his ſoul unſtaiy'd with crime! 


Cr Jung as follows. SANG XII. Happy Clown 


tid from himſelf, now by the dawn 
Ne ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn; 

And ranges o er the heights and lan 
8 After his bleating flocks. 

5 "Healthful, and innocently gay; 
le chants and whiſtles out the Fs 2 
Ne - Voranght to ſmile; and then betray, | 

Like courtly weathercocks, _ 
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He is a bairn, 


7 he GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Life happy! from ambition free! 


Envy, and vile hypocriſy |! 


% 


|; Where truth and love with joys agree, 


Unſullied with a crime: 


Unmov'd with what diſturbs the gr eat, 


In proping of their ride and 


ſtate ;- 


He lives, and unafraid of fate, 


Contented ſpends his time. 


Now tow'rds good Symon's houſe Pl 12 my wy 
ind ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day ; 
ul on the green in a fair wanton ring, 

My youthfal tennants gayly dance and ſing. 


( Exit. Sir William. 
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ACT III. SCENE II. 


| Tis Symon's houſe, pleaſe to ſtep i in, 


And vifſy*t round and round: 


There s nought ſuperfluous to give pain, 


Or coſtly to be found : 


Yet all is clean; a clear peat · ingle 


* 
> Glanees amidit the floor; 


The green-horn ſpoons, beach luggies m: 'ngle 
On ſhelfs foregainſt the door. 


The auld anes think it beſt, 


. 


Wulle the young Brood ſport on the green, 


With the brown cow to clear their een "WM 


Snuff, crack, and take their 


reſt. 


_ STMON, CLAUD, and ELSPA. 


. W anes were young ourſelves—1 like to ſee 
The bairns bob round with other merrily. 


Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a ſtrapan lad, 
\nd better looks than his I never bade; oh 
ang our lads he bears the gree awa', 
\nd tells his tale the clevereſt of thein a“. 
Elſ. Poor man! he's a great comfort to us balrh; 


od mak him good, and hide him ay from {kait the. 
on ſay't, well worth our care. 


That gaes us ne'er vexation late or air. 
Ola, I true, good wife, if I be not miſtane, 

He ſeems to be With Peggy's beauty tane: 
nd 0, my nice is a Tight dainty we n, 
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As ye weel ken; a bonnier needna be, 
Nor better.—beꝰ't ſhe were nae kin to me. 
Sym. Ha! Glaud, I doubt that ne'er will be a match, | Re 


My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 8 
And or he were, for reaſons I'll not tell, 


Fo 


1 I'd rather be mixt with the mools my ſell. 8 
. Cla. What reaſon can ye have? there's nane Pm ſure} | 
1 | Unleſs ye may caſt up that ſhe's but FORE 1 Rc 
j | 108 But gif the laſſie marry to my mind, Tx 
4 | | I'm be to her, as my ain Jenny, kind. S 
N Pourſcore of breeding ewes of my ain birn, Ar 
Fl Five ky that at ae milking fills a kin, | 
an I'll gie to Peggy that day he's a bride; I 
1 By and attour, gif my good luck aide.” 5 11 
| Jen lambs at Tau, time, as lang's ] live, © TP 
And twa quey cawfs ll yearly to them give. 
EI. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud; but dinna ſpeer, O1 
1 What may be is not fit ye yet ſhould hear. Ei 
11 Sym. Or this day eight days likely he may learn, 


That our denial diſna flight his bairn. 
Gla. Well, nae mair o't,—come gie 'sthe other bend| 
Wel drink their healths, whatever way it end. Tl 


Their healths gae round, 
Gym. But will ye tell me, Glaud, by ſome "tis Ga 
Your nice is but a fundling, that was laid | 
Down at your hallon-ſide, ae morn in May, 
Right clean row'd up, and beded on dry hay. 
Gla. That clattering Madge, my titty, tells ſic flaw Bu 
| Whene'er our Meg her canker'd humour WS. E 
Enter FEN NV. 
Jen. O father! there's an auld man on the groen „Fa 
The felleſt fortune- teller e' er was ſeen; Co 
He tents our loofs, and ſyne whops out a book, 
Turns o'er the leaves, and gies our brows a. lock: | 
Syne tells the oddeſt tales chat e e' er ye heard; IN 
His head is grey, and lang and grey his beard.  |Is. 
Sym. Gae bring him in, we'll hear what he "an ſay> 
Nane ſhall gang hungry by my houſe 0, 3 8 
But for his telling fortunes, troth'1 ear, A 
| He kens nae mair 'of 0 than my grey. ph: . 
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To ſpae it faithfully, be't good or in. 


But a ſhort white, „ he'll be a braw rich laird. 


Ta truſty curs my tenants on the bent, 
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Gla. Spaemen the truth of a? their ſaws I doubt, 
For greater lars never ran thereout. 


Returns Jenny bringing in Sir William, with them Patie. 


Sym. Ye're welcome, honeſt carle ;—here take a ſeat. - 
S. Will. I give you thanks , goodman, Pſe no be blate. 
Ga drinks..Come t'ye friend How far came ye the. 
S. W. I pledge ye, nibour ; e'en but little way; (day? 
Rouſted with eild, a wi' piece gate ſeems lang; 
Twa mile or three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 
Sym. Ye're welcome here to bide all | night with me, 
And tak ſic bed and board as I can gi E. (bairn | 
S. W. That's kind unſought — Well gin ye have a 


That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn, 


I ſhall employ the fartheſt of my {kHl, 


Symon pointing to Patie. 
Only that lad; alake ! I have nae mae, 
Either to mak me joyful now or wae. (ſneer? 
S . Young man, let's fee your hand: What gars ye 
Pat. Becauſe your {kills but little worth, I fear. 
F. Mill. Ve cut before the point: But billy, _—_ 
I'll wager there's a mouſe-mark on your ſide. . 
El. Betooch· us- to and well I wat that's true: 
Awa, awa, the de'il's o'er girt wi you. 
Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark; 
Scarce ever ſeen fince he firſt wore a fark.” - 
S. W. Pl tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpard * 


EI/. A laird!— Hear ye, goodman, whatthink ye now ? 

Sym. I dinna ken l range aul man! what art thou! 

Fair fa* your heart; tis good to bode of wealth: 
Come turn the timber to ird Patie's health. 
PHatie's health gaes round. 7s 

Pat. A laird of twa wot whiſtles and x hh 


Is all my-great-eſtate —and like to bee: 
T. ne carle; ne er break your jokes on me. 
Sen Whiißt, Patie,— let the man look o'er rourhand, 
times as alen a Wai cane to land.” 
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With ſome nae good, 


Sir William looks a little at Patie's hand, then counter- 


feits falling into a france, while they endeavour 10 


lay him right. 


Elſ. Preſerve's, the 1 man” SA warkink; or poſſeſt : 
-or ſecond ſight at r leaſt: 


Where is he now? e | 

Gla, — He's ſeeing a' that's done 
In ilka place beneath or yont the moon. 

EI. Theſe ſecond-ſighted fowk, his peace be here! 
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear 
As I can ſee my thumb wow can he tell, 

(Speer at him *ſoon as he comes to himſell,) 
FM ow ſoon we'll ſee Sir William? Whiſht, he heaves, 
And ſpeaks out broken words like one that raves. 

Sym. He'll ſoon grow better ;—Elipa, haſte ye, gae 

ndl fill him up a glaſs of uſequebae. 


Sir WILLIAM {tarts up and ſpeaks. 


A Enight, that for a a LYON fought, 
Againſt a herd of bears, 
Was to lang toil and trouble brought, 
In which ſome thouſands ſhares. 
* oo ago the LYON rares, 
| reads o'er the plain: 

The TONE. defeat the bears, 

The Knight returns again. 

That Knight, in a few days, ſhall bring 
se herd frae the fa 
And halt preſent him-to his King 
A A ſubject true and bauld, . 

He Mr. PATRICK ſhall be call d: 
All you that hear me now, 
May well believe what I have tald, 
For it ſhall happen true. 
. Friend, may your ſpaeing happen ſacs ad 155 
Fut, faith, Pr rede you've bargain'd with the de il, 
To tell ſome tales that fowks wad ſecret Ke; 
Or do 2 gat them tald you in your ſſeep ? 


1 1 


. Howe'er Lget them, never faſſ your beard I; 


to read fortunes for rea . 
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And of your belt gar this auld tranger eat. 


The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


But I'll Jay ten to ane with ony.here, 
That all I propheſy ſhall ſoon appear. 

Sym. You propheſying fowks are odd kind men! 
They're here that ken, and here that diſna ken? 
The wimpled meaning of your unco' tale, 

W hilk ſoon will make a noiſe o'er muir and dale, 

Cla. Tis nae ſma' ſport to hear how $ ym believes, 
And takes't for goſpel what the ſpae- man gives, 

Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 
But what we wiſh, we trow at ony rate. 


S. Will. Whiſht, doubtfuꝰ car le, for ere the ſun 
© Has driven twice down to the ſea, 
What I have faid, ye thall ſee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me, 


Gla. Well, be't ſae, friend, I ſhall ſay naithing mair, 
But Pve twa ſonſy laſſes young and fair, 
Plump ripe for men: I with you cou'd forſee 
vic fortunes for them might prove joy to me. 


S. Will. Nae mair thro? ſecrets can I ſift, 
| Till darkneſs black the bent; 
I have but anes a-day that pift, 
Sae reſt a while content. 


31 


Sym. Elſpa, caſt on che claith, fetch butt FIR meat, if 
S. Will. Delay a while your hoſpitable care; 
I'd rather enjoy this ev'ning calm and fair; | 
Around yon ruin'd tower to fetch a walk; 
With you, kind friend, to have ſome private talk. : 
Sym. Soon as you pleaſe, Pl anſwer your deſire— 
And, Glaud, you'll take your pipe beſide the fire; 
We'll but gae round the place, and ſoon be back: 
Syne ſup together, and tak our pint, and crack, 
Cla. I'll out a while, and ſee the young anes play: 
5 My heary's ſill light, albeit my locks be gray. Exeunt. 
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Wee ea — 
ACT 1 SCENE III. A 
JENNY oreterds an errand hame, - 
Young RoGER draps the reſt, 
To whiſper out his melting flame, = 
And thow lis laſſic's breaſt. 

Behind a buſh, well hid frac fight, they meet: ö 
See Jenny 8. laughing, Roger s like to greet. Poor ſheperd: 


ROGER and ZENNY. 


Rog. Dran Jenny, I wad {peak eye, wad ve let; 
And yet I ergh, ye're ay ſae ſcornfu” ſet. 
Fen. And what would Roger ſay, if he could ſpeak: | 
| = Am I oblig 'd to gueſs what ye're to ſeek? _ 5 
| | a 2 13 ye may gueſs right eith for what I green, 
Baith by my ſervice, ſighs, and langing een; 
i And I maun out wrt, tho” I riſk your Korn; : 
| Ye're never frae my thou hts baith ev'n and morn. | 
Ah! could I loe you leſs, Pd happy be; 
But happier far, cou'd ye but fancy me. 
Jen. And wha kens, honeſt lad, but that 1 may? ? 
Le canna ſay that e'er I ſaid you nay. 
Rog. Alake! my frighted heart begins to fall, 
Whene'er I mint to tell you out my tale, 
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Than we our , and tint Power e 2 


For fear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than I, 1 

LT 8 Has won your love, .and near your heart may lie. I 
114 Jen. I loe my father, couſin Meg I love: 4 
11 But to this day nae man my mind cou'd move: 4 

Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to me; N 
And Frae you all I beſt had keep me free. 

f Rog. How lang, dear Jenny—ſayna that again, I 
"8 What pleaſure can ye tak in giving pain? | 4 
Wi. I'm glad, however, that ye yet ſtand free, _ 
ll; Wha kens but ye may rue and pity me? | - 
1 f | en, Ye have my pity elſe, to ſee you ſet 13 

90n that whilk makes our ſweetneſs ſoon forg Ke [4 
1 Wow ! but we're bonny, good and ev'ry ww | : 
* How ſweet we breath, whene'er we kiſs or Me. 
14 But we're nae ſooner fools to give conſent, 
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1 When priſon'd in four waws a wife right tame, 


Altho' the firſt the greateſt drudge at hame. 
Rog. That only happens, when, for ſake of near, 


Ane wales a wife's as he would buy a mare: 


Or when dull parents bairns together: bind 


! Of diff®rent tempers, that can ne'er prove kind. 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
Tho? thou ſhould ſcorn, —ſtill to delyte in thee, 


Jen. What ſugar words frae wooers lips can fu“? 


But girning marriage comes and ends them a'. 
I've ſeen with ſhining fair, the morning riſe. 
And ſoon the ſlitty clouds mirk a' the ſkies ; 


I've ſeen the ſilver ſprings a while rin dear, 
And ſoon in moſſy puddles diſappear; 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may ſmile, 
But ſoon contentions a' their joys beguile. 

Rag. I've ſeen the morning riſe in faireſt light, 
The day unclouded ſink in calmeſt night. 


| I've ſeen the ſpring rin whimpling thro? the plain, 


Increaſe, and join the ocean without ſtain ; 
The bridegraom may be. blyth, the bride may ſuite, 
Rejoice thro? life, and all your fears beguile. 


Jen. Were I but ſure you lang wou d love maintain, : 


The feweſt words my eaſy heart could gain; 
For I maun own, ſince now at laſt you're free, 
Altho' I jok'd, I lov'd your company, 

And ever had a warmes in my breatt, 

That made ye dearer to me than the rei. 

Rog. I'm happy now! o'er happy! had my head!— 
This guſh of pleaſure's like to be my dead. 
Come to my arms! or ſtrike me! Em all fir'd 
With wond'ring love! let's kiſs till we be tir' d. 
Kiſs, kiſs! we'll kiſs the ſun and ſtarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return of day 
O Jenny ! let my arms about thee twine, 1 
And birſs thy bonny breaſts and lips to mine. 


W hich may be ſung as follows, SANG XIII, Leith-IF und,. 7 . 


. JEN: Were I aſſur'd you 'I conſtant prove, 
You ſhovld nae mair complain; 
© The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
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Jen. With equal joy my eaſy heart g 'es way, 
To own thy well 
Now by theſe warmeſt kiſſes thou haſt tane. 
Swear thus to love me when by vows made ane. 
Rog. I (wear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 
Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb; 


IT PATIE and ROGER. 
For I muſt own, no ſince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 
Has long, a black ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine. 
Ros. I'm bappy now, ah! let my _ 
Upon thy breaſt recline ; 
The pt ſtrikes me near hand dead ! 1 
Is Jenny then fae kind! 
O [et me bre thee to my heart, 
And round my arms entwine: 
Delightfu' thought! we'll never part! 
Come, pr els thy mouth to mine. 


try d love has won the day. 


There ſhall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If you agree with me to lead your life. 


SANG XIV, er Bie. I EN N r. 


We'll I apree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my father pae ;- 
Mak him content to give confent, 
He'll hardly lay you nay: _ 
For vau have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you well, 
Since parents auld think love grows eautd, 


When bairns want milk and meal. 
Shou'd, he deny, I carena by, q 
_ He'd contradict in vain, 

Tho' a my kin had ſaid and "OY 
But race ! will have nane. | 
Then never range, nor learn to change, 

Like thele in high degree . 

And if ve prove faithful in love, 2 

You' find NAC fault in me. e 5 


| Rig. My faulds contain twice kfreen farrow nowt, 
As mony newcal in my byres do rowt ; b 
of woo”? I can at Lammas ſell, 


Five nack 
bor 14 ſrar 


vy bob- taibꝰd bleeters on the fell. 
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Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed, 
With meikle care my thrifty mither made, 
Ilk thing that makes a heartiome houſe and tight, 
Was i | ker care, my father's great delight. 
They left me all, which now gives joy to me, 
Becauſe I can give a', my dear, to thee: 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny ſhould the ſamen ſkair. 
My love and all is yours; now had them Caſt, 
And 2 them as ye like, to gar them laſt. 
Jen. I'll do my beſt; but ſee wha comes chis Way; j 
Patie and Meg; — beſides I mauna ſtay ; 
Let's ſteal frae ither now, and meet the morn, 
If = be ſeen we'll drie a deal of ſcorn. (pool, 
. To where the ſaugh- tree ſliades the minnin 
1 l frae the hill come down when day grows cool; 
Keep tryſt, and meet me there; there let us meet, 
To kiſs and tell « our love—there] s nought ſae ſweet. 


| © "EY 
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— 
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AC T III. | SCENE Iv. 


+ This ſcene preſents the KNIGHT and SYM, 
Within a gallery of the place, 
Where all looks ruinous and grim ; ; 
Nor has the baron ſhewn his face, 
But joking with his ſhepherd lee], 
Aft ſpears the gate he kens fu' well. 1 


Sir WILLIAM and S TMO x. 


S. M. 0 whom belongs this houſe ſo much decay d? 

m. Jo ane that loſt it, lending gen rous aid, 
To bear the head up, when rebellious tail 
Againſt the lav's of nature did prevail. 
Sir William WH or thy is our maſter's name, 
| W hilk fills us a with joy now he's come hame. 

(Sir W 2 draps his maſking beard, 

Symor {ranſported ſees 2 IE 
Type welcome night, with fond regard, 
wt, - [4-5 And graſps him round the knees.) 

My maſter! my dear maſter !—do I breathe, _ 

40 > ſee him healthy, ſtrong, and free frac Kath? 5 


That out of f. ght he runs afore the la ve; 


—— — . — —— — . — —ů 
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Return to chear his wiſhing tenants light, 
To bleſs his Son, my charge, the world's delight! 
Sir Will. Riſe, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy: 
I came to view ti. care in this diſguiſe, 
And am confirm's. thy conduct has been wile; 
Since ſtill the ſecret thou'ſt ſecurely ſeal'd, 
And ne*er to him his real birth reveaPd. 
Sym. The due obedience to your ſtrict command 
Was the firſt lock; —neiſt my ain judgement fand 
Out reaſons plenty; — fince without Ss. IE [ 
A youth. tho ſprung frae kings, looks baugh and blate. 
Sir Mill. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
Till grown unfit for action, paſt their prime, 
Hang on their friends which gi'es their ſauls a caſt, 
That turns them downright beggars at the laſt. 
Sym. Now, well I wat, Sir, ye have ſpoken true; 
For there's laird Kytie's ſon, that s loo d by few; _ 
His father ſteght his fortune in his wame, 
And left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
He gangs about ſornan from place to place, 
As E of manners, as of ſenſe and grace; 
Oppreſſing all as puniſhment of their ſin, 
That are within his tenth degree of kin: 
Rins in ilk trader's debt wha's ſae unjuſt 
To his ain fam' ly, as to give him truſt. 
Sir Will. Such uſeleſs branches of a common-wealth „ 
Should be lop'd off to give a ſtate mair health. 
VUnworthy bare reſtection.— Symon, run 
O'er all your obſervations on my ſon; 
A parent's fondneſs eaſily finds excuſe: 
But do not with indulgence truth abuſe. | 
Sym. To ſpeak his praiſe, the langeſt ſimmer day 
Wad be o er {þort,—cou'd I then right diſplay. 
In word and deed he can fae well behave, 


And when there's e'er a quarre! or conteſt, 
Patrick's made ju.lge, to tell wha's cauſe is beſt; N 
And his decreet ſtands good; — he Il gar it ſtand: 7 
V ha dares to Romy 7 finds his corretting hand | 


* — 
44A 2 — — . — — — — _ 
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With a firm look, and a commanding way, 
Fe gars the 
S. M. Yo 
What learnin he? Can he write and read? 
Sym. Baith wonder well; for, troth, I didna ſpare 
To gie him at the ſchool enough of lar; 
And he delites in books: —he reads and ſpeaks 


With fowks that kens them, Latin words ad Greeks: 


d S. . Where gets he books to read? and of what kind? 
| PTho' ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 


Sym When'er he drives our ſheep to Edinburgh port, 


ate. He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſangs or ſport: 
ne, Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 
And carries ay a poutchfu' to the hill. 
aſt, . About ane Shakeſpear, and a famous Ben, 
He aften ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of men. 


ae ; Wow ſweetly Hathrenden and Stirling ſing, - 
And ane cad Cowley, loyal to his king, . 
Te kens fu? well, and gars their verſes ring. 


ſometimes thought he made o'er preat a phraſe, 
About fine poems, hiſtories and plays. 

Vhen I reprov'd him anes, —a book he brings, 
Vith this, quoth he, on braes I crack with kings. 


Vhen ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear. 
Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 
\bove a lord's that is not thus inclin'd. 

Sym, What ken we better that ſae ſindle look, 
xcept on rainy Sundays, on a book; | 
hen we a leaf or twa haff read, haff ſpell, 
ill a' the reſt ſleep round, as well's our ſel] ? 
S. Will. Well jeſted, Symon: but one queſtion more 
lay ll only aſk ye now, and then give o'er. 
| he youth's arriv'd the age when little lores 
lighter around young hearts like cooing doves; 
las nae young laſſie with inviting mein, 

nd roſy cheek, the wonder of the green, 
ngag' d his look, and caught his youthfu' heart? 
Hen. I fear'd th? warſt, bus. ken'd the ſinalleſt part, 


2 


alth, 
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pr deſt of our kerds obey. (proceed: 
* much pleaſes; —my good friend, 


S. ill. He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad my ear, 
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When higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire: 


None but your ſel thall our firlt meeting ſee: 
_Yonder's my horſe and ſervants nigh at hand, 


— TD — — — 
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Tirlate I ſaw him twa three times majr ſweet, 

With Glaud's fair niece, than I thought right or meet: 
I had my my fears; but now have no 1 
Since hike yourſell your ſon will o ear; 


A gentleman enrich'd with all theſe charms, 
— bleſs the faireſt beſt born ladies arms. 
F. Will. This night mult end his unambitious fire, 


*Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me, 


They come juſt at the time I gave command. 
Straight in my own apparel PII go dreſo; 
Now ye the {ſecret may to all confeſs. 

Syn. With how much joy I on this errar1 flee, 
There's nane can know, that is not downright me. 


Sir WILLI 4 1 [olus. 1 Symom⸗ 


When the event of hope ſucceſsfully appears, 


One happy hour cancels the toil of years. 
A thouſand toils are loſt in Lethe's ſtream, 


And cares evaniſh like a morning dream; 
When wiſle'd-for pleaſures riſe like morning light, 
Ihe pain that's paſt enhances the deliglit. 
"Theſe joys I feel, that words can ill expreſs, 
I neer had. known without my late diſtreſs. 

Bat from his ruſtick buſineſs and love, 


I muſt in haſte my Patrick ſoon remove, 


To courts and camps that may his ſoul improve. 


Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 
Only in little breakings ſhews its light, 
Till artfu' polithing has made it ſhine : 
Thus education makes the genius bright, 
End of Act Third. 
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ACT . SCENE 2 


The ſcene deſcrib'd in farmer page : 4 
Claud's enſet. Enter Mauſe and Madge. 


Lari. ©) UR laird's come hame! and owns young! 4 


That's news indeed. (Pate his hei 


ere nes 


e e ot of 


— 


8 


Mad. - As true as ye ſtand there: be. 
cet: | As they v were © Snbing all in Symon's yard, 
Sir W liam, like a warlock, with a beard. 
Five nives in length, and w hite as driven L's 
| Amang us came, cry'd; Had ye merry a. | 
We ferly'd meikle at his unco look, gy 
5 While frae his putch he whirled forth 4 book: 
©: | As we ſtood round about him on the green, 
He view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his een; 
| Then pawkily pretended he cou'd ſpae, 
Let for his pains and {kill wad naithing habe. 
Mau. Then ſure the laſſes, and ilk gaping couf, 
Wad rin about him, and had out their loof, 3 
| Mad. As faſt as faes {kip to the tate of woay. 


, Whilk flee tod-lawrie hads without his mow, 
Ee. When he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 
mon. Tn {immer days ſlides backward in a pool: 
In ſhort he did, for Pate, braw things fortell, 
Without the help of conjuring or ſpell : _ 
At laſt, when well diverted, he withdrew, 
< Pow?'d aff his beard to Symon , Symon knev/ 
> 


His welcome maſter :—round his knees he gat, 

Hang at his coat, and ſy ne for blythneſs grat.— 

Patrick was ſent for; — happy lad is he! 

Sy mon tald Elſpa, El a tald it me; 

Yell hear out a' the Meret ſtorie ſoon: 

And troth ?tis e'en right odd when a' is done, 

To think how Symon ne'er afore vad tell, 

e, Na, no ſae mikle as to Pate himſell. 

Our N „poor thing, alake ! has loſt her jo. 
Mau. It mae be ſae; wha kens? and may be no. 

To lift a love that's rooted i is great pain ; : | 

Even kings have ta'en a queen out of the plain : 

— | And what has been before, may be again. 

| Mad. Sic nonfcnſe! love tak root, but tocher good, 

?Tween a herd's bairn, and ane of gentle blood; 

Sic faſhions in king” Bruce's days might be; 

| But liccan ferlies now we never flee... 
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Mau. Gif Pate forſakes her, Bauldy ſhe may gain; 
Yonder he comes, and wow but he looks fain ! 


Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy? s now his ain. 


Mad, He get her! ſlaverin doof; it ſets him weil 
To yoke a plongh where Patrick thought to teil; 
Gif I were Meg, I'd let young maſter — ” 

Max. Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he: 

And ſo wad I, But whuſt, here Bauldy comes, 


Enter BAULDY ſinging. 


jau ſaid to Jock x, gin ye winna tell, 
Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs m ſell: 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free; 
e' re welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


I trow ſae.—Laſſes will come too at laſt, 


Tho for a while they maun their ſnaw-ba's caſt, 


Mau. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a? 
Baul. — —Faith unco right: 


I hope we'll a ' fleep ſound but ane this night, 
Mad. And wha's the unlucky ane, if we may aft? 


Baul. To find out that, is nae difficult taſk ; 
Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair 


On Pate, turn'd Patrick, and Sir William's heir. 


Now, now, good Madge, and honeſt Mauſe, ſtand be, 
While Meg's in dumps, put in a word for me. 
PII be as kind as ever Pate con'd prove; 

Leſs wilful, and ay conſtant in my love. 


Mad. As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 5 
Where mony a time to her your heart was ſworn, 
Fy! Bauldy, bluſh, and vows of lars: rogers : 


What other laſs will trow a manſworn herd? 


The curſe of heaven hings ay aboon their heads, 


That's ever guilty of ſic ſinfu' deeds. 
PIl ne'er adviſe my niece ſae gray a gate, 
Nor will the be advis'd fu? well I wat. 
Baud. Sae gray a gate! manſworn! and a' the reft ; 


Le leed, auld Roudes— and, in faith, had beſt 


Eat in your words: elſe I mall gar ye ſtand 
With a het face afore the haly band. _ 

Mad. Y ell gar me ſtand! ye flavering-gabit brock; 
Speak that en, and * dread my rock, 


3 HAS A 
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And ten ſharp nails, that when my hands are in, 
* C | Can flyp the ſkin o'ye'r cheeks out o'er your chin. 

Baul. I tak ye witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her ſay, 
| That I'm manſworn; I winna lec it ga. 
' Mad, Ve're witneſs too, he ca'd me bonny names, 
And ſhould be ſerv'd as his good. breeding claims. 
9 Ye filthy dog! . . 

| Flees to his hair like a fury. —4 ſtout battle. 

Hauſe endeavours to redd them, 

Mau. Let gang your grips, fy Madge! howt Bauldy- 


eil 


I wadna wiſh this tulzie had been ſeen; (leen, 
Tis ſae daft like, ——— „ 

Bauldy gets out of Madge's clutches with a bleeding nofe. . 
Mad. — *T1s daftor like to thole 


An ether-cap like him to blaw the coal: 
It ſets him well; with vile unſcrapit tongue, 
To caſt up whether I be auld. ar young; 
K They're aulder yet than I have married been; 
I And or they died, their bairnsꝰ bairns have ſeen. 
Mau. That's true; and Bauldy ye was far to blame,) 
To ca? Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd name. - 
Ie. Pau. My lugs, my noſe, and noddle finds the ſame.) 
e Mad. Auld Roudes, filthy fallow ; I ſhall auld ye. 
M. Bowt no! ye'll e'en be friends wi' honeſt Bauldy. 
Come, come, ſhake hands; this maun nae farther gae: 
Ye mau forg.c*m, I ſee the lad looks wa. 
Baul. , troth now, Mauſe, I have at Madge nae 
n But ſhe abu ng firſt, was a? the wyte ( ſpiter : 
i Of what has happen'd; and ſhould therefore crave 
My pardon firſt, and*thall acquittance have. 
Mad. I crave your pardon! gallows-face, gae greet, - 
And own your fault to her that ye: wad cheat; 
Gae, or be blaſted in your health'and gear, 
en:; Jill ye learn to perform as well as ſwear. 
IVow, and lowp back! was &er the like heard tell?, 
Swith, tak him de'il; he's o'er lang out of hell. 
1 Bauldy running off. 
ock: | His preſence be about us! curſt were be 
IThat were condemmn'd for life to live with thee: - 


D (a 


* 
— — — _ <a — OO . 4 


5 7 ' 
e 


r 4s 


24 4 rr eye 


_— wh, * 8 = 
— ——— 
— — — — — * 
— — 5 
N — 22 8 1 - . = \_e ” 
— — PR" = 
= j . —— 
— — * = 
— . * — 
S ——— EW 0 
" 


I'm ſure he'll keep his try'ſt; and I cane here 
To feek your help, that we the foo! may fear. 


Yell be the ng and I thall play the gaiſt. 
Pl cawk my face, and grane, and ſhake my head. 
A conjuring, to do a laſſie wrang. 


Ine wellling clouds {nes red with ng ; light. (Ex| 


When birds begin to nod upon the bouph, 
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Madge laughing. 


I think T have towzl'd his harigalds a wee; 


He'll no ſoon grien to tell his love to me. 
He's but a raſcal, that wad mint to ſerve 


A laſſie ſae, he ge but ill deſerve. 


Mau. Le to win d him tightly, —I commend ye for't 
His bleeding ſnout gae me nae little port: : ; 


For this forenoon be had that ſcant of grace, 


And breeding baith—to tell me to my face, , 
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ſtand, 


To lend him in this caſe my helping hand. 
Mad. A witch! how had ye Patience gs to bear, 
And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear? 


Mau. Auld wither'd hands, and fceble joints lik 


Obliges fowk reſentnient to decline; (mine 

Till aft *tis ſeen, when vigour fails, then we 

With mans 5 can the lake of pith ſupplie. 

Thus I pat aff revenge till it: as dark, 

Syne bad him ome ind we ſhou'd g gang to wark. 
Mad. And ſpecial ſport we'll have, as I proteſt; 

A linen ſheet w ond round me like ane dead, 


We'll flieg him fae, he'll mint pae mair to gang 


Mau, Then let us gae; for lee, tis 10 on night 


Eo” 


ACT IV. SCENE II. 


And the green ſwaird grows dainp with falling dew ; 
While. gapd Sir WILLIAM 1s to reſt retir'd, 
The GENTLE SHEPHERD tenderly. foir 'd,- 
Walks thro' the broom with Roc ER ever lecl, 
To meet, to comfort Meg, and take farewell. 


2. WOW. but I'm cadgie, and my heart loups ligh 
O Mr.Patrick ay your thoughts were righ | 
Sure gentle fowk are farther! feen than W., | 


That Sptung | bac to brag of pedigree. 


rr 


3 


1 My Jenny now, wha brak my lieart this morn, 


> fOr'1 


bear, 


ots lik 


(ming 


Has brought my love for Peggy 
Which he forbids. —Ah! this confounds my peace, 


Is periect yie! ding, — ſwect, —and naue mair ſcorn, 

I fpake my m amd--the heard ——] ipake again, 

She ſnüb'd—I Ed wood, nor w od in vam. 
Pat. Pm clad to hear't, — bet O] my change this 

Feaves up my joy, and yet I'm ſometimes wae. (day 

Pve found a father, g cently kind as brave, 

And ave eitate that ]:tts me *boon the lave. 

With looks all kindneſs, words that love confe®: 9 

He all the father to my foul expreſt, . 

While cloſs he held me to his wanly bre-:{t, 

Such were the eyes, he ſaid, thus {nil d the mouth 

Gt thy lov'd mother a blefling of my youth; 

Who ſet too ſoon !—And while he praiſe beſtow 3, 

Adown his gracefu' cheeks a torrent «.ow'd, 

My new born joys, and this his tender tale 

Did, mingled thus, o'er a' my thoughts prevail; 

That ſpeechleſs lang, my late kend Sire I view 'd, 

While guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew'd: 


Unuſual tranſports made my head turn round, 


Whilſt I myſelf with riſir- g raptures found 
The happy ſon of ane ſo much renown'd. 

But he has heard! too faithful Symon's fear 
to his ear: 


While thus to bear, my heart ſhall fooner ceaſe. 
Rog. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtand: 

ut 'were't my caſe, ye'd clear it up aff hand. 
Pat. Duty and ballen reaſon plead his cauſe: 

But what cares love for reaſon, rules and laws? 

Still in my heart my ſheperdeſs excels, 

And part of my new happineſs repels. 


Er Sung as folinws. SANG XV. Kirk wad let me be. 


Duty and part of reaſon, 
Plead ſtrong on the parent's fide, 
Which love ſwperior calls treaſon ; 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd : : 
| For now, though I'm one of the gentry, 
My conſtancy talſhood' repells, - 
For change in my heart has no entry, 
Still there my dear PEEGY excels. 
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„ PATIL af ROGER 


Rog. Is not our maſter and yourſel to ſtay 
Amang us here?—or are ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far aff _—_— 
To leave your am poor us with broken hearts? 
Pat. To Edinburgh ſtraight to-morrow we advance, Ik 
To London neiſt, and afterwards to France. | 
Where I muſt ſtay ſome years, and learn - to dance, Fi 


Then 'tis deſign'd, when I can well behave, 
That I maun be ſome petted thing's dull ſlave, 


| Sooner than hear fic news, ſhall hear my death. 


The oercome only faſhes fowk to keep,— 
Good Mr. Patrick, tak your ain tale hame. 


Content's the greateſt bliſs we can procure, 
| Frae boon the lift. Without it kings are poor. 


Fine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, and red wine, 


But mony a cloud hings hov'ring o'er their bliſs;  _ 


cy like the ſharpeſt goads in gentry's fide ; 


Rog. Enjoy them baith—Sir William mal be won; 


Your Peggy” s bonny ;—you're his only fon. 5 | 


x > 

Pat. She's mine by vows, and ſtronger ties of love; 2 A 
And frae theſe bands nae change my mind ſhall move. * 
I'll wed nane elſe; thro' life I will be true: E. 
But fill obedience is a parent's due. 


And twa three other monkey tricks: — That done 
I come hame ſtruting in my red- heel d ſhoon. 


For ſome few bags of caſh, that I wat well 
I nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel: 
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 


Rog. They wha have juſt enough can ſoundly Heep, 


Pat. What was my morning thought, at night's the 1 


The poor and rich but differ in the name, (fame: ) 

"oy 
W. 
f 
I! 


Rog. But ane eſtate like yours, yields braw content, 
When we but pike it (cantly on the bent: 


Good chear, and witty friends, whene'er ye dine; 

Obeyſant ſervants, honour, wealth, and eaſe : 

Whaſe no content with theſe, are ill to pleaſe. 
Pat. Sae Roger thinks, nor thinks he far amiſs; 


The paſſions rule the roaſt; — and if they're ſour, 
Like the lean ky, they'll ſoon the fat devour. | 
The ſpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 


—— — — 
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"1 The gouts and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, 

Are frequenteſt with fowks o'erlaid with eaſe ; 
de. While o'er the muir, the ſhepherd, with leſs care, 
Enjoys his ſober wiſh, and hale ſome air. 

| Rog. O man, I wonder ay, and it delights 
W heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights. 

How gat ye a' that ſenſe, I fain wad lear, 
That I may eaſter diſappointments bear. 


Ve; 


0 \ Theſe beſt can teach what's real good or ill. 
e. 

N 
« 
8 


* o gain theſe ſilent friends that ever pleaſe. 


Faith I'ſe hae books, though I ſhould ſell my ky: 
But now, let's hear how you're deſign'd to move 
Between Sir William's will, and Peggy's love. 5 
Pat. Then here it lies: his will maun be obey' d) 
My vows 11 keep, and ſhe ſhall be my bride: 4 
Bur I ſome time this laſt deſign maun hide. 
eep you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me here; 
oa for Pe yonder comes my dear. 
lent - {Ih ye truſt me with the ſecret, I 
To 4 it frac me, a” the de'ils defy. (Exit Roger. 
8 PAT IE folus, 
ith what a ſtruggle muſt I now impart 
y father's will to her that hads my heart! 
ken ſhe loves, and her ſaft foul will fink, 
„Nhile it ſtands trembling on the hated brink 
? Df diſappointment—Heav'n, ſupport my fair, 
\nd let her comfort claim your tender care. 
1 er eyes are red! 
6 Sh HE Enter p EO e r. 
— My Peggy, why in tears? 
ig: mile as you wont, allow nae room for fears: 
: > Pho! I'm nae mair a ſhepherd, yet Pm thine. 
* | Peg. I dare not think ſae high: I now repine 
? t the unhappy chance that made not me 
entle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee. 
Ba can without pain, ſee frae the coaft 


he ſhip that bears his all like to be loſt? 


— 


Pat. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat ſome fil, 
Ne'er grudge ilk year to ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe; - 


Rog, FN do't; and ye ſhall tell me which to buy: 
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45 ATI ow ROGER. 
Like to be carried by ſome Rever's hand, 


But love's fiipericr to a parent's frown. 
I falſhiood hate; come, ki thy cares away: 


To make ſtrict duty and true love agree 


By the blyth ſnepherd that excell'd the reſt: 


And rin half breathleſs round the rucks of hay: 


ghee frac his wiſhes to ſome diſtant land. 

r. Ne er quarrel fate, whillt it with me remains, 
Tor rajle thee up, or itil} attend theſe plains, 
My father has forbid our loves I own: 


I 3 to love, Is well as to obey. 
Sir William's gen'rous; leave the taſk to me, 


Peg. Speak on! {peak ever thus, and Kill my grief ;| 
But ſhort I dare to hope the fond relief, 
New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 
That with miece air fwims round in {lk attire; 
1"1en I, poor me !—with ſighs may ban my fate, 
hen the young laird's nae mair my heartſome Pate 
Nae mair again to hear ſweet tales expreſt, 


Nae mair be envy d by the tatling gang, 
When Patie kifs d me, when | dane d or ſang. 
Nae mair, alake! we 11 on the meadow play! 


As aft- times I have fled from thee right fain, 8 
And fawn on purpoſe that I might be tane. | 


Naz mair around the foggy know I'll creep, 
To watch and ſtare upon thee while atleep. - 
But hear my vow, — twill help to give me eaſe; - 
May ſudden death, or deadly fair diſeaſe, 

And Warſt of ills attend my wretcned life, 

If e er to ane, but you I be a wife. 


Cr ſung as follows. 


SANG XVI. Woes my heart that we foould funder( 


Speak on— ſpeak thus, and itil my grief, 
Hold up a "heart that's Unkipg under 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
When Par mult from tis PEGGY ſander 
A gentler face and fi A 
A lady rich 1 beauty 's b.. lor Vas! 
Alake, poor me! Will now a 
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To ſteal thee from thy Peay! s bolom, 
No more the ſhepherd who excell'd 
The reit, whole wit made them to wonder, 
Shall NOW Ii 8 PEGGY's pra” ics tell! 
Ah! Tean die, but never funder. 
Ye meadows where we often tray d. 
Ye baiks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet lcented rucks round witch we piay'd, 
| You'ij loſe your fweets when we're atunder. 
Again, ah! mall never creep 
Around the know with ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee While aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty! 
Here, beav'n, While folemnly I-vow, 
4 ho thou ſhould prove a wand ring loy er, 
E:  Thro' life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
«1 Nor be a wife to any other. 


ains, 


Pat. Sure hes Wi approves; and be afſur'd of me, 
I ne'er gang back of what I've {worn to the? : 
and time, * time mann interpoſe a while, | 
nd I maun leave my Peggy and this ile; 
et time, nor diſtance, nor the faireſt face, 

If there's a fairer, e'er ſhall fill thy place. 

d hate my riſing fortune, ſhould it move 
Che fair foundation of our faithful love. 

f at my feet were crowns and ſcepters laid, 
Lo bribe my ſoul frae thee, delightful maid; 

or thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior things 

o ſic as have the patience to be kings. 

V herefore that tear? believe and cahn thy mind. 

Peg. I greet for joy, to hear thy words ſae kind. 
Vhen hopes were funk, and nought but mirk deſpair 
lade me think life was little worth my care, 
Funder iy heart was like to burſt; but now I ſee 

gen rous. thoughts will ſave thy love for me. 
ich patience, then, I 1] wait each wheeling year, 
Nope time away, till thou with joy appear: 

er: Pad all the while I'll ſtudy gentler charms, 

o make me fitter for my traveller's arms; 

U gain on uncle Glaud;—he's far frae fool, 
\nd will not grudge to put me thro” ilk choc; 
here I may manners learn, ——— 


ſe; - 


% 
— a „ „„ 0 


* 
c 


What I am ſtill: but I'll be ought with thee. 


Or ſung as follows. SANG XVII. Tweed. ſide. he 
| When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, „ 
My heart it was going to break; Py! 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, | her 
But now I will fav't for thy ſake, Enda 
Where' er my love travels by day, Bir V 
Wherever he lodges by night,  _ or \ 
With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, , * 
And my foul keep him ever in light, 1 
Wich patience I'll wait the long year, : 
And ſtudy the gentleſt char ; —&{£-«-{ Pat 
Hope time away till thou appear, : n fo 
To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. i Fe 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd I E 
No higher degree in this life; nde 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 85 Whe 
To a height that's becoming thy wife. _ And 
For beauty that's only ſkin deep, 3 
Muſt fade like the gowans in May; 1 MN a 
But inwardly rooted will keep EE, ich 


For ever without a decay. e 
Lor age, nor the changes of life, (7 
Can quench the fair fire of love; 1 5 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the w to approve. 
And the huſband have ſenſe to approve. 
Pat, —— — That's wiſely ſaid, 
And what he wares that way {hall be well paid, 
Tho' without a' the little helps of art, 05 
Thy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart. 
Yet now, leſt in our {tations we offend, 
We mult learn modes, to innocence unkend; 
Affect aftimes to like the thing we hate, 
And drap ſerenity to keep up ſtate; — (gay; 
Laugh, when we re fad; ſpeak, when we've nought to 


And, for the faſhion, when we're blyth, ſeem wae. 
Pay compliments to them we aft have ſcorn d; : 
Then ſcandalize them, when their Hacks are turn'd. 


Peg. If this be gentry, I had rather be 


Pat. No, no, Peggy, I but or ly jeſt 3 
With gentry's apes; for ſtill amang the beſt, 


Good manners give integrity a bleeze 
— native virtues join the art to pleaſe. 


| Since with nae hazard, and {ae ſinall expence, ; Z 
My „ 4 frae books can Miher ſiccan ſenſe; 


hen why, ah! why thould the tempeſtuous ſea, 
ndanger thy dear life, and frighten me? 


Bir William's cruel, that wad force his ſon, 


or watna-whats, ſac great a riſque to run. | 
Pat. There is nae doubt but travelling does 1 improve, 
Yet I would ſhun it for thy fake, my love. 


But ſoon as I've thook off iny landwart caſt 


n foreign cities, hame to thee I'll haſte. | 

Peg. With ev'ry ſetting day, and riſing morn, 
'Il kneel to heav'n, and atk thy ſafe return, 
nder that tree, and on the Suckler Brae, 


Vhere aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play; "= 


And to the Hiſſel- ſhaw, where firſt ye vow'd 


Ne wad be mine, and I as eithly trow'd, 


'Il aften gang, and tell the trees and flow? rs 
ith joy, that they*ll bear witneſs I am yours. 


Dr fon g as follows, SN XVIII. Buſh aboon Ti ragquair. 


At ſetting day, and rifing morn, 
With foul that {till ſhall love thee, 
I'll aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee. 
I'll viſit aft the birken-buſn, 


Where firſt thou kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilit round thou didſt infold me. 
To all our haunts I will repair, | 
To Green-wood, ſhaw, or fountain? 
Or where the ſummer-day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flowers, 
From thouglrts unfeign'd ans tender, 
By vows your mine : by love.is yours, 
A heart which cannot wander. 


| Pat, My dear, allow me, frae thy temples fur, 
\ ſhining ringlet of thy flowing hair; 

hich, as a 8 of each lovely charm, 

1 aften iſs, and wear about my arm. 


Peg. Wer't in my power with better boons to pleaſe, 


d Wee x the beſt I coy'd * the lame eaſe; 


* 2 23 
* * 
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50 pAT IE a, ROGER. 
Nor wad I, if thy luck had fall n to me, 


What gars ye ſhake and glour, and look ſae wan? 
Lour teeth they chitter, hair like briſtles ſtand. 


My head's grown giddy, — 


I'll ne'er o'er- put it! Symon! O! Symon! O 


Been in ae jot leſs generous to thee. 7270 
e I doubt it not; but ſince we've little time, | hn 
To ware t on words, wad boWer on a crime; Ie 
Love's ſafter meaning better is expreſt, Blacl 
When tis with kiſſes on the heart impr 8. [Excunt T 

| End of * the Fourth Aer. Fs 3 
erf SCENE I. 5 iy 
See how poor Barr {tares like ane poſſeſt, „ 
And roars up SYM Ox frae his kindly reſt: : L pit 
Bare leg'd, with night-cap, and unbotton'd coat, 4 ill, 
Sce the aud man comes forward to the ſot. Syne 


dym. W HAT want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, Crap 

While drowſy ſleep keeps all beneath its Hop 
Far to the North the ſcant approaching light (pow r' Lm 
Stands equal 'rwixt the morning and the night. Jill 


Baul. O len me ſoon ſome water, milk or ale, 


legs with ſhaking fail; 
I ll ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane 9 
Alake! IU never be my ſell agin. | 


[Symon gives him a drink, 
tas What ails thee gowk;—to make ſae loud ado Wh 
You've wak'd Sir William, be has left his bed; Tha 
He | comes, J fear, ill-pleas'd; I hear his tred. 1 5 
SH: How goes the night? does day-light appear? 
Symon, you 're very timeoully aſteer. 

Sym. I'm ſorry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your reſt 2 
But ſoine ſtrange thing has Bauldy's ſpirit oppreit, > 
He's ſeen ſome witch, or wreſtled with a ghaiſt. } 

Baul. O ay. — dear Sir, in troth its very true; 
And I am come to make my plaint to you. 

Sir William ſmiling. | long to heart. 

Baul. Ah! Sir, the witch ca'd Mauſe, 


'That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 4 Pr 
Firſt promis d that ſhe'd help me with her art, 0 
Jo gain a bonny chrawart laſſie s beart. h 
As the had tryſted, I met wier this night; . E 


But may nac friend of mine get ſic a . . 


For the curs d hag, inſtead of doing me good, 
(Ine very thought o't's like to freeze my -lood!) _ 

Rais d up a ghailt or de il, I kenna whilk, _ 
Like a dead corpſe, in ſheet as white as milk ; 

Black hands it had, and face as wan as death; 

Upon me faſt the witch and it fell baith, * 

And pat me down, while I, like a great fool, 

Was Jabour'd as I wont to be at ſchool: 

My heart out of its hool was like to loup, 
I pichleſs grew with fear, and had nae hope, 

Till, with an elritch laugh, they vanith'd quite; 
Syne I half dead with anger, fear and ſpite, 
ar, |Crape up, and fled ſtraight frae them, Sir, to you, 
its Hoping your help to gi'e the de'il his due. 

r? m ſure my heart ſhall ne er gre over to dunt, 
Till in a fat-tar barrel Mauſe be burnt. 


2. 


Let Mauſe be brought this morning down to me. 
Baul. Thanks to your honour, ſoon ſhalt I yr 

1; But firit II is 1 raiſe, and twa three mae, 

Io catch her fait, or he get leave to ſqueel, 


Qnd.calt her cantrips that bring up the de il. Exit Ba. 
S. W. Troth, Symon, Bauldy's mair afraid than hurt, 
. The witch and ghaitt have made themſelves good ſport. 


do! What filly notions croud the clouded mind, 
hat is thro' want of education blind! 


Sym. But does your honour think there'snae fic. ting; 


r? witches railing de ils up through a ring: 
Syne playing tricks? a thouſand J cou d tell, 
,) Pou. ne er be contriv d on this ſide hell. 
Sir Will. Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 
1 mongſt a few old women craz'd and poor, 
- ho are rejoic'd to fee him frik and loup = 
Jer braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp 3. 
Then with his tram throw airy paths to glide, 
hile they on cats or-clowns, or broom- Tails ride; 
Jr in the egg-ſhell {kim out o er the main, 
Lo drink their leader's health in France or Spain; 
hate er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, 
ach whinſies ſeem the moſt abſurd to me. 
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52 PATIE d ROGER. 


we ne er heard that a witch 


* 


+ 
"a. 
\ prep ————— — — 


— — —ä — — 
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Sym. Tis true enough, 


Had either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich: 1 P 
But Maufe, tho poor, is a ſagacious wife, 1B 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt lift; V 
That gars me think this hobbleſhew that's paſt, B 
Wilb land in naithing but a joke at laſt. 81 
S. W. Im ſure it will: — but fee increafing light, 
Commands the imps of darkneſs down to night; H 
Bid raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, ; 
Whilſt I walk out to take the morning air. | A 
SANG XIX. Bony grey-ey'd Nlorg. | A 
The bonny grey-ey'd morn begius for to peep, | —L 
Aad darkneis flies before the riſing ray: 81 
The hearty 15 ſtarts from his lazy flecp, T 
To follow healthful labours of the day, 1 5 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow: & 
The lark and the linnet attend his levee, : 
And he joins concert driving his plow, [A 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free, Bras 
Ee my portion health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diftance from parties and tate; Az 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind Bu 
Reach him who has happineſs link'd in his fate. I. 
Ce ad rebnerecedanls: 
ACT-V. SCENE BH. So 
While PECO laces up her boſom fair, 8 
With a blue ſnood, JENNY binds up her hair; Su 
GLAUD, by his morning ingle takes a beek, 5 
The riſing lun ſhines motty thro” the reck. 
A pipe in's mouth, the laſfes pleaſe his een, N. 
And now and then his joke maun interveen. Bu 
an With, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, TI 
I Ve do not uſe ſae ſoon to ſee the light. 
Nae doubt, ye now intend to mix the thrang, Bu 
To take your leave of Patrick or he gang; 
But do ye think, that now, when he's a laird, 
That he poor land Ward laſſes will regard? WD, 
Jen. Tho' he's young maſter now, I'm very ſure ] To 
He has mair ſenſe, than flight auld friends, tho poor T. 
But yeſterday he gae us mony a tu, At 
And kiſs'd my goulin there, frae lug to lug, * 


teh 


Ola. Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do t again; ; 
But be advis'd his company refrain; | 


Before, he as a ſhepherd, ſought a wife; 


With her to live a Ge ite and frugal life; 


But now, grown gentle, ſoon he will: fardake: 
DIC N 83 and brag of being a rake. 
| Te . rake! what's that? Sure if it means ought 


He i never be't, elſe I've tint my ſkill. n, 4 


Gla. Daft laſſi, ye ken nought of the affair; 


l Ane young, and good, and gentle's unco' rare: 
A rake's a gracelels ſpark that thinks nae ſhame, . 
To do what like of us think fin to name: 


Sic are ſae void of ſhame, they Il never ſtap, 


To brag how aften they have had the clap... (fluſh's di 
They ll tempt young things like you with youdith - 


| Syne make ye a' their jeſt, when ye re debauch'd. 


Peg. Sir William's virtuous, and of gentle blood, 


ö And may not Patrick too, like him be good? 


Cla. That's true; and mony gentry mae than he,, 1 
As they are wiſer, better are than we 
But thinner ſawn; they re ſae puft up wit pride, . 


There's mony of them mocks ilk haly guide, 


That ſhaws the gate to heaven.— I've heard myſell, 
Some of them laugh at doom's-day, ſin and hell. 
Jen. Watch o'er us, father! heh! that's very odd,” 


Sure him that doubts of doom's day, doubts a God. 
la. Doubt! why, they neither doubt, nor judge, nor 


think, 


Nor hope, nor fear; "but curſe, Abo a drink. 
But I'm no ſayin chis, as if I thought . 
That Patrick to- 15 ic gates will e' er be brought. 


Peg. The Lord forbid !—na, he kens be 3 


But here he comes aunt, her face ſome feat We. 
Enter Maage, 


Mad. Haſte, haſte. ye; we're a' ſent for o'er the . | 


To hear and help to red ſome odd debate 


.| *T'ween Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome witchcraft ſpell, _ 


| Ar Symon's houſe : the knight. ſits. judge himſell. 


Cla. Lend me my ſtaff—Madge, 55 The outer door, 
Aud bring the lalles wiye: 25 ltep before, 8 Gla. 
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Mad. Poor Meg look Jenny, was the like e er ſeen, | Vet 


How bleer'd and red with greeting look her een? She 
This day her branken wooer takes his horſe, Ane 

To ſtrut a gentle ſpark at Edinburgh croſs: ' la 
Jo change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain, Ane 
For a nice ſword, and glancing headed cane: Sen 


To leave the green- ſwaird dance, when we gae milk, 
To ruſtle among the beauties clad in ſilk. 


But Meg, poor Meg! maun with the ſhepherd ſtay, 1 
And tak what God will ſend, in hodden- gray. WI 
Peg. Dear aunt, what needs you faſhus wi your ſcara? Ho! 
That's no my fant that I'm nae gentler born. [Th. 
Gif I the daughter of ſome laird had been, sue 
I ne'er had notic'd Prtie on the green. — 
Nov ſince he riſes, why thould 1 repine! 1 
If he's made for another, he Il ne er be mine; £ 
And then the like has been, if the decree „„ 5... JA 
Deſigns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 5 
Mad. A benny ſtory, trowth l but we e Ihe 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. Exeunt. ; C 
—— - [Wt 
ACT Y. "SCENE III. A 
Sir WILLIAM fills the twa-arm'd chair, 9 7 
While Sy MON, ROGER, GLAUD and M USE, EF 

Attend, and with loud laughter hear =O For 

| Daft BAULDyY bluntly plead his cauſe: 7 
For now tis tell'd him that the taz ITh; 
Was handled by revengfu” Map, 
Becauſe he brak good breeding's Jaws, do 

And with bis nonſenſe rais'd their rage. All 


.. ND was that all! well, Bauldy, ye was ferv'd In i 
| No otherways than what ye well deſerv'd. Wb 


Was it lo ſmall a matter to defame, _ Wh 
And thus abuſe an honeſt woman's name!  |Sae 
Beſides your going about to have betray'd. dae 


By eng, an innocent young maid. 
Sir, I confeſs my fau't thro? a? the ler, I to. 
And ne'er again ſhall be untrue to Neps. mw 
Mau. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, - I hi 
1 kend not that they thought me ſic before. I 
Baul. Ant like your honour, I belev'd it well Nor 
But troth, I. was een doile 10 ſeek the de ur N or 


of 
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Let, with your honour's leave, tho? # es rae wich, 
She's baith a flee and a rev engiiu — | 


And that my ſome. place finds -—-bur I had veſt 


Iklad in my tongue, for yonder come the ghaiſt, 


v' 


Is this your I; Glaud? 


And the young bonny witch, whale roſie cheek, 


Sent me, without my Wit, the de'!] to ſęeek. 


Enter M4DGE \ PEGG T, and FENN V. 
8 WILLIAM looſeing at PEGGY. 
Whoſe daughter's {he that wears the Aurora gown, 


With face ſae fair, and locks a lovely brown? 
How ſparkling are her eyes! What's ; this? 1 find 


The girl brings all my ſiſter to my mind. 


Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 


Which death too ſoon depriv'd of ſwceteſt grace, 


Gla. Sir, ſhe's my niece, _ 
And yet ſhe's not: But I ſhould hald my peace. 
S. Will. This is a contradiction. What d'ye 5 ET 


She is, and is not! pray thee, Glaud explain. 


Cla. Becauſe I doubt, if I ſhould make appear 
What I have kept a ſecret thirteen year, 

Mau. You may reveal what I can tally clear. 

S. Will, Speak ſoon; I'm all impatience- 

Pat. —— — So am 1! 
For much I hope, and Hy yet know why. 

Cla. Then, {mee my maſter's orders, I obey, ' 


> es 


This bonny fundling, ae clear morn of May, 


Cloſe by the lee-fide of my door L found, 

All ſweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 

In infant-weeds of rich and gentle make. oh 
What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forſake? 


| Wha warſe than brutes, could leave expos'd to Ar, 


Sae much of i innocence, fac ſweetly fair, 
Sae helpleſs young! for ſhe appear'd to me, 
Only about twa towmands auld to be: 

J took her in my arms, the bairnie ſmil'd, 
With ſic a look, wad made a ſavage mild. 

I hid the ſtory : — She has paſt ſinceſyne 


Is a poor orphan, and a niece of mine. 


Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 


"pour Wes wel erty: n 


— 
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—— 


5 | — ==" . —— =o on Fino, 
* * * 4 Hy whos 8 +4 , * 8 
Y N b . : 2 - — — PP ——— — —— m AE. FRET —— ua "7x 
— ·˙» 41 ET . —— a. £57 nw Ines * 
\ 


r 


— + i to ——— 
_ - — 


2 
8.” 
E 
i384: 
4 
14 
£3 
ry 
; 
6 
| 
1 
[. 
' 
121 
+ 
| 
" : 
* * 
65 
7 4 
4 7 


That here I as an unknown ſtrang er ſtand, 
I know thy faithfulneſs, and need no more; 
Say, to expoſe her, who was ſo unkind? - 


But no more words, till Mauſe relate her tale. 


Or can give pleaſure Nike like theſe words of chine. 


6 PAT IE «ld ROGER: 


Ye ſee he s boany, I can ſwear ſhe's good, 
And am right fure {he's come of gentle blood: 


Of whom I kenna. —— Naithing ken I mair, 


Than what T to your honour now declare, 
S.. Will. This tale ſeems {ſtrange ! 


Pat. The tale delights mine Sr; (appear. 

S. Will. Command your joys, young man, till truth 
Mau. That be my talk. —Now, Sir, bid all be huth | 

Peggy may ſinile; —thou haſt no cauſe to bluth ; 


Long have l wild to ſee this happy day, 


"That 1 might ſafely to the truth give way; 
That I may now Sir Willian Worthy name, 


The beſt and neareſt friend that ſhe can claim: 
He ſaw't at firſt, and with quick eye did trace 


His ſiſter's beauty | in her daughter's face. 


S. Vi. Old Woman, do not rave, prove what you 


?Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. (ſay, 


Pat. What reaſon, Sir, can an old woman have 
To tell a lie, when ſhe's ſae near her grave? 
But how, or why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, 

I every thing looks like a reaſon want. 

Omnes. The ſtory's odd! we with we heard it out: 


S. V,. Make haſte, = woman, and reſolve each doubt, 
Mavsst goes forward, leading PEGGY fo Sir WILLIAM. 
Mau. Sir, view me well: has fifteen years ſo plow'd 


A wrinkled face that you have often view d, 
Who nurſt her mother that now- Rolds my hand? 
Yet ſtronger proofs I Il give if you demand. 

S. W. Ha, honeſt nurſe, where were my eyes pets 
Yet, from the lab'rinth, to lead out my mind, 


Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes her fit by him. 
Yes, ſurely thou'rt my niece; truth muſt prevail ; 


Pat. Good nurſe, go on, nae muſic's haff fae fine, 
Mau. Then it was I that ſav'd her infant life, 


Her death being threatned by an uncle's wie. Wy 4 1 
The ſtory's lang; but | the ſecret knew, 


Ar. 
uthf a 


ih; 
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How they purſu'd, with avaritious vie ,, 
Her rich eſtate, of which they're now poſſeſt; 
All this to me @ confidant confeſt. 


— — r 
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| I heard with horror, and with trembling dread, 
| They'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed! 


That very night, when all were ſunk in reſt, 
At mid-night hour, the floor I ſaftly preſt, 
And ſtaw the fleeping innocent away; 


With whom I trasell'd ſome few miles ere day; 
All day I hid me; —— when the day was done, 
| I kept my journey lighted by the moon, 


LAM. 


ow'd]. | 
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Till eaſtward fifty miles I each d theſe plains, 
Where necdful plenty glads your chearful ſwains: 
Afraid of being found out, I to ſecure. 

My charge, e' en laid her at this ſnepherd's door, 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
Whate'er ſhould happen to her might be by. 


Here honeſt Gland himſell, and 5 Symon, may ur 


Remember well, how 1 that very day. 


| Frae Roger” O father took my little crove. 


Claull, with tears of joy happing dovn his beard: ' 


J well remember't, Lord reward your love: 
Lang have I with'd for- this; for aft I thought 
Sic knowledge” ſome time ſhould about be brought. 

Pat. Tis now a crime to doubt: my joys are full, 

ith due obedience to my parent's will, 

Sir, with paternal love ſurvey her charms, 

And biame me-not for ruſhing to her arms. 

She's mine by vows; and would, tho” ftill unknown, 
Have been my wife, when I my vows durſt own. 

S. W. My niece! my daughter! welcome to my care, 
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair, 
Equal with Patrick: now my greateſt aim, 

Shall be to aid your-joys, and well match'd flame. 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 
With as good will as either would demand. 


Patie "wild Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William. 


Pat. With as much joy this bleſſing 1 receive, 
As ane Wach le, chat's finking 3 in a Wave. 


— 
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Of them tos ſought her life for wicked ends. 


PU ſtrip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his ill-got gains. 


Seem light, when put in ballance with my Pate; 
For his fake only, I'll ay thankful bow. 


I hope now, Sir, you'll na ſoon haſte away, 
all I unſadle your horſe, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye of hale country fare? 
See how much joy unwrinkles every brow : 


= Bauldy the bewitch'd has quite forgot 


New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 


- T-eenjoy their ain, and raiſe the ſhepherd's ſang. 


882 What ſhepherd's while win lilt the ſpring? 
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_ WILLI raiſes them. = 
I give you both my bleſſing: May your r love p : 
| Produce a happy race, and ſtill 1 improve. 1 
Peg. My wiſhes are compleat, —-my joys ariſe, | 1 
While I'm haff dizzy with the bleſt ſurpriſe. vo 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, A 
That for me ſo much gen'rous kindneſi had? | op 
Lang may Sir William bleſs theſe happy plains, Th: 
Happy while heaven grant he on then remains. l 
Pat. Be lang our guardian, ſtill our maſter be, 7 wy 
Well only crave what ye ſhall pleaſe rogre: _ 0 D 
TY eſtate be yours, my Peggy's ane to me. 


Cla. J hope your honour now will take PEP — 


S. Wil. The baſe unnatural villain ſoon ſhall know, 
That eyes above watch the arkwrs. below. | 


Peg. To me the views of wealth, and an eſtate, 


For ſuch kindneſs, beſt of men, ts you. 
Sym, What double blythneſs wakens up this day!“ F 


Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you; 


Fell Madge” s taz, and pawky Maule's plot. 
S. Will. Kind * old man, remain with you this days. 
I never from theſe fields again will ſtray: 
Maſons and wrights ſhall ſoon repair, 
And buſly gard'ners {hall-new planting rear. 
Sym. That's the beſt news I heard. this twenty year; 


Cla. God fave the king, and fave Sir William lang, fit 


Rog. Wha winna dance? wha will refuſe to ling? | 


— 
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Hau. In friends with Mauſe, —with very Madge Pm 
Altho” they ikelpet me when woodly fied: (greed 
Pm row fa? blyth, and frankly can forgive, 
To join and ſing, Lang may Sir William live. 
| Mad. Lang may he live: — and, Bauldy learn to ficek 
[Your gab a w ee, and think before ye ſpenk; 
And never ca' her auld that wants a man, 

Elie ye may yer ſome witch's fingers ban. 

This day PII wi' the youngeſt of y ye rant, 

And brag for ay that I was ca'd the aunt, | 
Of our young lady, my dear bonny bairn! 

Peg. No other name I Il ever for you learn, 
And my good nurſe, how {hall J gratefu' be 

For a' thy matchleſs kindneſs done for me! 

Mau. The flowing pleaſures of tuis happy day, 
Does fully all I can require repay. 

S. Will. To faithful Symon, and kind Glaud to you, 
And to your heirs, I give in endleſs feu, 
The mailens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, 

or acting like kind fathers to the pair, | 

V ho have enough beſides, and theſe can ſpare. 
Hauſe, in my houſe in calmnefs end your days. 
„ ith nought to do, but ſing your Maker's praiſe. 
V JOmnes.'T he Lord of heaven return your honour's love, 
onfirm your joys, and a' your bleſſings roove. 

PariE preſenting Roch to Sir WILLI ANI. 

Sir, here s my truſty friend, that always thar” d 

y boſom. ſecrets, ere I was a laird ; 

laud's daughter Janet (Jenny, think nae ſhame,) 

ais'd, and maintains in him a lovers flame. 

FER .. pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 

Vs That nane may wear a face of diſcontent. 

S. V. My ſon's demand is fair—Glaud, let me crave, 

hat truſty Rüger may your daughter have, 

ich frank conſent; and while he does remain 

Year ; bon theſe fields, I make him chamberlain. 

1 GI.Y ou crowd your bounties, Sir, what can we fay, 8 

3 S hit that we're dyvours that can ne er repay? - Mg 

: + , [hate'er your honour wills I ſhall obe... + OM 

ng! pger, my daughter, with my bleſſing, take, „ 
d {till our maſter's right your buſineſs make. 
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Pleaſe him, be faithful, and this auld grey head 
Shall nod with quietreſs down amang the dead. 
Rog. I ne er was good at ſpeaking a' my days, | 
Or ever 1oo'd to make o'er great a fraiſe: ; 
But for my maſter, father, and my wife, 3 
J will employ. the cares of all my life. _ 
F. Will. My friends, I'm ſatisfy'd n all behave 
Each in his ſtation, as I'd with, or crave, 
Be ever virtuous: ſoon or late yell find 
Reward and ſatisfaction to your mind. 
Aft when we ſtand on brinks of dark deſpair, 
Some happy turn, with j Joys diſpells our care. 
Now all's at right, who ſings beſt, let me hear. 
Peg. When you our. I readieſt ſhould my 
Il ling you ane, the neweſt that Jha'e. 


8 ANG XX. 7 Corn-rigs are bonny. 
My Patie is a lover gay. 


His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new bay, 
His tace 4s fair aud ruddy. 
: Hits ſhape is handſome, middle ſize, 
He's comely in his wavking ; 
| The ſhining of his een furprile, , 
Tis heaven to hear bim tauking. : 
Laſt night I met bim on a bauk, . | 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly word he ſpak, 
That ſet my heart a plowing. 
He kid, and vow'd bewad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt ef ony. 
That gars me like to ſing ſince ſyne, 
O corg-rigs. are bonny. 
Let laſſes of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
' vince we fer 4 vers deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſho be granting: 
Then Fil. comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony, 
He sfree to touzle air or te, 


FIS 


_— 8 are bonny. 
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